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HYMN 1. 
REDEMPTION, 

COME friends and relations let us join heart and 

hand, 
The voice of the turtle is heard in our land 5 
Let.us all walk together and follow the sound, 
And march to the place where redemption is 

found. 


2 The place itis hidden, the place is conceal’d ; 
¥he place it is hidden until ’tis reveal’d ; 

The place is in Jesus, to Jesus we'll go, 

And there find redemption from sorrow and woe. 


3 The place it is hidden by reason of sin, _ 
Alas you can’t see the sad state you are in; 
You are blinded, polluted, in prison and pain, 
) how can.such rebels redemption obtain! 


t And if you are wounded and bruis’d by the fall, 
Phen look to the Saviour, foryou he doth call; 
ind if you are tempted to doubt and despair, 
hen come home to Jesus, redemption is there. 


And you my dear brethren that love my dear 
Lord, ~* 

Vho haye witness’d free pardon by faith in his 
word, F 

et patience attend you wherever you he, 

‘our Saviour has purchas’d salvation for thee. 
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6 And when the archangel the trumpet shall 
sound, 

To awake all the dead that sleep under ground, 

The sound of that trumpet will bid you arise, 

And meet your redemption with joy and surprise, 


7 © then loving Jesus our souls wil} receive, 
From bonds of corruption our bodies relieve ; 
Then we shall be perfect and we shall be free, 
We’l} sing of redemption wherever we be. 


$ Fedeemed from sin and redeemed from death, 

Receem’d from corruption, redeem’d from the 
earth, 

Redeem’d from damnation, redeem’d from all 
woe, 

We'll sing of redemption wherever we go. 


9 Redeemed from sin and redeem’d from distress 
The fruits of redemption no tongue can-express, 
Redemption be ascribed to Jesus’ loye, 

We'll sing of redemption in the heavens above... 


HYMN2. P.M. 
The Farewell. 
FAREWELL my dear brethren in the Lord, 
Tbe gospel sounds a jubilee: 
My stam’nng tongue shall sound aloud, 
From Jand to land. from sea to sea; 
And as I preach fram place to place, 
Pil trust alone in God’s free grace. 


2 Farewellin bonds and union dear, 
Like strings you twine about my heart: 
Thumbly beg your earnest pray’r, ~ 
Till we shall meet no more to part— 
Till we shall meet in worlds above, 
Encircled in eternal love. 
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3 Farewell my earthly friends below, 
Tho’ all so kind and dear to me ; 

My Jesus cails aud I must go 

| To sound the gospel jubilee— 

To sound the joys, and bear the news, 

To Gentile worlds and royal Jews. 


4 Farewell young people one and all, 
While God ena | erant me breath to breathe 
Pil pray to the Eternal All, 
That your dear souls in ‘Christ may live: 
That your dear souls prepar’d may be 
To reign in bliss eternally ! 


5 Farewell to all below the sun; 
And as I pass in tears below, 
The path is strait my feet shall ran, 
And God will keep meas I go— 
And God wili keep me in his hand, 
And bring me to the promis’d land. 


6 Farewell, farewell! T look above, 
Jesus my friend to to thee I call - 
My joy, my crown, my only love, 
My safeguard here, my heavenly all; 
My theme to preach, my song to sing, 
My only joy till death—Amen. 


HYMN 3. L.M. 
Jesus Christ the Aiding -place. 
HAIL, sov‘reign love that first began, 
The scheme {0 rescue fallen man : 
Hail, matchless, free, eternal erace, 
That gave my soul a hiding-place ! 


2 Against the God, that built the sky, 
I fouzht with hands uplifted high : 
Despis’d the mansions of his grace, 
Too proud to seek a hiding-place. 
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3 Enrapt in dark Egyptian night, 
‘And fond of darkness more than light; 
Madly I ran the sinful race, 

Secure without a hiding-place ! 


4 But Jo! th’ eternal council rang, 
Almighty love arrest the man; 

I felt the arrows of distress, 

And found I had no biding-place- 


5 Vindictive justice stood in view, 
To Sinai’s fir’y mount | flew ; 

But justice cri’d with frowning fac, 
his mountain is no hiding-place ! 


6 But lo! aheavnly voice I heard, 
And mercy’s angel soon appear’d 5 
. He led me ona pleasing pace, 

To Jesus Christ, my hiding-place. 


7 Should sev’n fold storms of vengeance roll, 
And shake the globe from pole to pole ; 

No thunder-bolts chould daunt my face, 

For Jesus is my hiding-place, 


8 Onhim Almighty vengeance fell, 

Which must have sunk a world to hell: 

He bore it for his chosen race, 

And thus became their hiding-place. 5 


9 A few more rolling suns at most, 
Shall land me on fair Canaan’s coast; 
Where I shall sing the song of grace, 
And see my glorious hiding-place ! 


HYMN 4. C.M. 
A warning to sinners, to flee from the wrath 
to come. ; 
IN love and pity I look round 
Upon my fellow clay; 


HYMN 4, 


When men reject the gospel sound, 
Good God: what shall I say? 


2 My bowels yearn for dying men, 
'  Doom’d to eternal woe ; 
Fain vould [ speak, but ‘tis in vain, 
If God does not speak too, 


3 O! sinners, sinners, wont you hear, 
When in God’s name I come ? 
Upon your peril don’t forbear, 
Lest hell should be your doom. 


4 Now is the time, th? accepted hour, 
O! sinners come away ; 
The Saviour’s knocking at your door, 
Arise without delay, 


5 O! don’t refuse to give him room, 
Lest mercy should withdraw ; 

- He’ll then in robes of vengeance come 

To execute his law. 


6 Then where, poor mortals, will you be 
If destitute of grace, 

When you your injur’d. judge shall see, 
And stand before his face? 


7 O} could you shun that dreadful sight 
How would you wish to fly 

To the dark shades of endless night, 
From that all-searching eye? 


7 


8 But death and hell must all appear, 
And you among them stand ; 

Before the great impartial bar, 
Arraign’d at Christ’s left hand. 


9 No yearning bowels, pity then 
Shall not affect my heart; 


I 
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No, I shall surely say amen > 
When Christ bids you depart. 


10 Let not these warnings be in vain, 
But lend a list’nins ear, 

Lest you should meet them all again, 
When wrapt in keen despair. 


HYMN 5. G.M. 
The Soldier of the Cross. 
AM I a soldier of the cross, 
A follower of the lamb? 
Why should I fear to own his cause, 
Or blush to speak his name? 


3 Are there no foes for me to face ? 
Must I not stem the flood ? } 

Is this vain world a friend to grace, 
Tobelp us on to God? 


3 Shall I be carry’d to the skies, 
On flow’ry beds of ease ? 

While others fight to win the prize, 
And sail thro? bloody seas? 


4 No, I must fight if I would reign, 
Increase my courage Lord, 

To bear the cross, endure the shame 
Supported by thy word. ‘ 


§ The saints in all this glorious war, _ 
Shall conquer tho? they die; 

They view a triumph from afar, 
And faith presents it nigh. 


6 When thot illustrious day shall rise, 
And all their armies shine 

With robes of vict’ry thro? the skies, 
The glory shall be thine. : 


HYMN 6,.—7, 


HYMN 6. 8S. M. 
An Evening Hymn. 
THE day is past and gone, 
) The evening shades appear ; 
O may we all remember weil 
The night of death draws near. 


2 We Jay our garments by, 
Upon our beds to rest: 

So death will soon disrobe us all 
Of what we here possess. 


3. Lord, keep us safe this night, 
Secure from al! our fears ; 

May angels guard us while we sleep, 
Till morning light appears, 


4 And when we early rise, 
And view th? unweari’d sun, 
May we <et out to win the prize, 
And after glory run. 


3 And when our days are past, 
And we from time remove, 

© may wein thy bosom rest, 
The bosom of thy love, 


ad CEN 7 os Li ME. 
The Heavenly Lover. 
HE dies, the friend of sinners dics, 
_ Lo, Salem’s daughters weep around, 
A solemn darkness veils the skies, 
A sudden trembling shakes the ground. 


2 Come, saints, and drop a tear or iwo 
On the dear bosom of your God; 
He shed a thousand drops for you, 


A thousand drops of richer blood! 
1* 


“ 
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. Here’s love and gtief beyond degree, 
The Lord of Glory dies for mant 
3ut lo! what sudden joys I see, 
Jesus the dead, revives again. 


. The rising God forsakes his tomb, 
Up to his father’s court he flies ; 

“herubic legions guard him home, . 

And shout him welcome to the skies. 


HYMN &. 
The Christian’s Experience. 
COME breth:’n and sisters that love my dear 
Lord, 
pray give attention and ear to my word; 
What a wonder of mercy ! behold now I see, 
What a tender kind Saviour has done-for poor me. 


2 I was led by the devil till lost and distress’d, 
'tho’t that in torments, I soon should he cast, 
No peace to the wicked, but all misery, 

Till by faith I saw Jesus hang bleeding for me. 


3 Oh sinner! said Jesus, for you I have died; 
All glory to Jesus, my soul then reply’d : 

The euilt was remov‘d, my soul did rejoice, 
The blood was apply’d, the witness and voice. 


4 On my low bended knees before God I did fail, 
And glory to Jesus, for he‘s all inall; 

The heart of his rebel was ourstingin twain, 

To see my dear Jesus on Calvary slain. 


5 There was peace now in heayen, and peace 
upon earth, 
The angels rejoice at a poor sinner’s birth ; 
Your sins are forgiven, my Saviour did say— 
Oh! witneas kind heaven on this my birth-day- 


HYMN 9, 


6 My soul it was humbled, I fellto the ground, 
The time of refreshing at length I have found ; 


il 


Oli Lord thou hast ravish’d my soul with thy 


charms, 


Let me die like Simeon, with Christin my arms. 


HYMN 9. 
The Weary Traveller. 
COME all you weary trav’llers, 
Now let us join andsing 
The everlasting praises, 
Of Jesus our great king, 
We’ve had a tedious journey, 
And tiresome it is true ; 
But see how many dangers 
The Lord has brought us through. 


2 At first when Jesus found us, 
He call’d us unto him, 

And pointed out the danger 
Of falling into sin. 

The world, the flesh, and satan 
Would prove a fatal snare, 

Unless we did reject them 
By faith and humble pray’r, 


3 But by our disobed’ence, 
With sorrow we confess, 

We have had long to wander, 
In a dark wilderness ; 

“Where we might long have fainted 

{n that erfchanted ground, 

But now and thew a cluster 
Of pleasant grapes we found. 


4 The pleasant fruit of Canaan, 
Gives life and joy, and peace— 


a 
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Revives our drooping spirits, 
And love and strength increase 5 
We’ll serve our Lord and master, 
And run at his command, 
And hasten on our journey 
Unto the promis’d Jand. 


5 With faith, and hope, and patience, 
| We?re made for to rejoice; 
And Jesus and his people 
For ever are our choice. 
In grace and consolation 
We now are going on- 
The pleasant way to Canaan, 
Where Jesus Christ is gone. 


6 Sinners, why stand ye idle, 

While we do march along; 

Has conscience never told you 
That you are going wrong, 

Down the broad road to darkness 
To bear an endless curse ? 

Forsake your ways of sinning, 
And come and go with us. 


7 But if you will refuse it, * 
We bid you all farewell; 

While saints are bound to Canaar, 
Your ways will lead to hell: 

We're sorry for to leave you, 
Wed rather you would go; 

Come try a bleeding Saviour, 
And see the waters flow. 


8 Now to the King immortal 
Re everlasting praise, 

For in his holy service ; 
We long to spend our days5, 

Till we arrive at Canaan 


Hymn 10 


The celestial world above, 
With everlasting wonder 
To praise redeeming love. 


HYMN 10. 
On the swiftness of Time. 

MY days, my weeks, my months, my year's 
Fly rapid, like the whirling spheres, 

Around the steady pole: 
Time, like a tide, its moment keeps, 
Till T shall launch those boundless deeps, 

Where endless ages roll. 


2 The grave is near the cradle scene; 
How swift the moments pass between, 
And whisper as they fly, 
Unthinking man! remember this, 
Thou ’midst thy sublunary bliss, 
Must groan, and gasp, and die! 


3 My soul attend the solemn call ; 
Thine earthly tent must quickly fall, 
And thou musi take thy flight 
Beyond the vast entensive blue, 
To Jove and sing as angels do, 
Or sink in endless night. * 


4 Eternal bliss, eternal woe 

Hénzs on this inch of time below— 
On this precarious breath; 

The God of natnre only knows 

Whether another year shall closes 
Ere I expire in death. 


5 Long ere the sun shall run its round, 
T may be bury’d under ground, 

And there in sjlence rot! 
Alas! one hour may close the scene, 


18 


¥4 HyYMNIO, 


And ere twelve months may roll between 
‘My name be quite forgot. 


6 But shall my soul be then extinct, 

Or cease to liye, or cease to think? 
It cannot, cannot be; 

Thou. my immortal, cannot die ; 

What wilt thou do or whither fly 
When death sha] set thee free? 


7 Will mercy then its arms extend, 

Will Jesus be thy guardian friend, 
And heav’n thy dwelling place ? 

Or shall insulting fiends appear 

To drag thee down to dark despair, 
Beyond the reach of grace ? 


3 A heaven orhell, or these alone, 

Beyond this mortal life are known=— 
There is no middle state ; 

To-day attend the call divine, 

To-morrow may be none of thine, 
Or it may be too late. 


9 O do not pass this life in dreams ; 

Vast is the change what e’er it seems, 
To poor unthinking men ; : 

Lord, at thy foot-stool | would bow, 

Bid conscience tell me plainly now 
What it will tell me then. 


10 If in destruction’s road I stray, 

Help me to choose that better way, 
Which leads to joys on high; 

Thy grace impart, my guilt forgive, 

Wor let me ever dare to live — 
Such as I dare not die. 


uymMn 11, 15 


so HYMN. 11,08, M. 
_ A prospect of Christ’s Church. 
BEHOLD a lovely vine, 
) Here in this desert ground ; 
Tie blossoms shoot and promise fruit, 
And tender grapes are found. 


2 It’s circling branches rise, 
Aod shade the neighb’ring lands ; 
With lovely charms she spreads her arms, 
With clusters in her hands. 


3 This city can’t be hid, 
It?s built upon a, hill + 

The dazz’ling light, it shines so brignt, 
It doth the vallies fill. 


4 Ye trees which lofty stand, 
And stars with sparkling light— 
Ye Christians hear, both far and near, 
*Tis joy to see the sight. 


5 Ye insects, feeble race, 
And fish that glide the stream— 
Ye birds that fly secure on high, 
Repeat the joyful theme. - 


3 Ye beasts that feed at home, 
Or roam the vallies round, 

With lofty voice proclaim the joys, 
And join the pleasant sound. 


7 Shall feeble nature sing, 
And man not join the lays ? 

Q may -their throats be swell’d with notes, 
And fil?d with songs of praise. 


3 Glory to God on high, 
For his redeeming grace : 

The blessed dove came from above, 
Tosayeour ruin’u race, 
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HYMN 42; #Sovise * 
For Baptism. 
LET heav’n and earth rejoice, 
And sacred anthems raise, — 
To Father, Son, and H«ly Ghost,} 
For free and sov’reign grace. 


2 Behold the spotless Lamb, 
Descending from above, — 

To bring the earthly strangers home, 
Upon the wings of love. 


3 O may our souls rejoice, 
His precepts to obey ; 

Who to fulfil all righteousness, 
Mark’d out the humble way. 


4 Thus Jesus did descend, 
Into the liquid stream 5 

Which teaches sinners not to scorn, 
What bim so well became. 


5 O may we then march on, 
Nor fear what men shall say ; 
Deny ourselves and take our cross, 
Since Jesus leads the way. 


§ We dare no longer stand, 
As neuters to thy cause ; : 

But by the help of grace we'll yield 
Obed’ence to thy laws. 


7 Into the wat?ry tomb 
We cheerfully descend, ° 
In token of our faith and love 
To our celestial friend. ©» = 


§ Lord meet us here this day, 
Who come to do thy will; = ® 
Grant us thy presence, dearest Lord, 
Thy promis’d grace fulfil. 


Hymn 15. i 


9 Descend, O heav’nly dove, 

And wing our sou/s away, 
Upto that bright and happy shore 
) Of everlasting day. 


10 This day Pl make my choice 

. To serve the Lord most bigh; 

Deny myself, take up the cross, 
And do it cheerfully. 


HYMN. 13.° L. M. 
Prayer. 
PRAYER was appointes 10 convey 
The blessings God design’d to give. 
Logg as they live should Christiaas pray, 
or only while they pray, they live. 


2 The Christian prays while God indites, 
He speaks as prompted from within, 
The Spirit his petition writes, 
And Christ receives and gives it in. 


3 And wilt thou in dead silence lie, | 

When Christ stands waiting for thy pray’r? 
My soul thou hast a friend on high, 

Arise and try thy interest there. 


4 If pains inflict, if wrongs oppress, 
If cares distress, if {ears dismay, 

If guilt dejects, if sins distress, 
Thy remedy’s before. thee—pray. 


5 It’s prayer supports the soul that’s weak, 
Though thought be broken, language lame, 
Pray, if thou can or cannot speak, 
But pray with faith in Jesus’ name. 


6 Depend on him, you cannot fail, 
Make all your wants and wishes known ; 
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Fear not, his mercies must prevail, 
Ask what thou wilt, it shall be done. 


HYMN 14: 
The Christian Enquiry. 
*TIS a point I Jong to know, 
Oft it causes anxious thoughts ; 
Dol love the Lord or no, 
Am [ his, or am I not ? 


2 If I love, why am I thus ? 
Why this dull and lifeless frame ? 
Hardly sure can they be worse, . 
Who have never heard his name. 


3 Could my heart so hard remain, 
Pray’r a task and burden prove, 
Every trifle give me pain, | 
If I knew a Saviour’s love? 


4 When I turn mine eyes within, 
Allis darkness vain and wild; 

Fill’d with unbelief and sin,. erehus 
Can! deem myself achild? 


eres 


5 If] pray, or hear, orread, — 
Sin is mix’d with allIdo3 
You that love the Lord indeed, 
Tel) me is it thus with you? 


6 Yet I mourn my stubborn will, — 
Find my sin a grief and thrall; 

Should I grieve for whatI feel, . ... 
If I did notlove at all. wht 


7 Should I joy his saints to meet, — 
Choose the way J once abhor’d, 

Find at times the promise sweet 
TfL did not leve theLord? 


* 


~~ 
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; Lord decide this doubtful case, 
Thou who art thy people’s sun; 
shine upon thy work of grace, 
If indeed it be begun. Ez: 


; Let me love thee more and more, 
If { love at all (ll pray; 

f I have not lov’d before 
Help me to begin this day. 


HYMN 15. C.M. 
The true Penitent. 
iARK, hear the sound on earth is found, 
My soul delights to hear 
Mf dying love that’s from above, 
OF pardon bought so dear. 


‘God’s ministers like flames of fire 
Are passing through the land, 

“he voice is, ** hear, repent and fear 
‘* Kiog Jesus is at hand.’’ 


| God’s chariots they no longer stay,, 
They’re mounted on the truth ; 

“he saints in pray’r cry Lord draw near, 
Have mercy on the youth. 


, Young converts sing and praise their king 
And bless God’s holy name ; 

Vhile older saints true penitents, 
Rejoice to join the theme, 


. God grant a show’r of his great pow’r 
On every aching heart, 

Vho sincerely to God do cry, 
That they may have a part. 


) Come lovely youth embrace the truth, 
Agree with one accord, 
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And use your tongues while you are young 
In praising of the Lord. 


HYMN 16. L.M. 
A Hymn for a young convert. 
WHEN converts first begin to sing, 
Their happy souls are on the wing, 
Their theme is all redeeming love, 
Fain would they be with Christ above. 


2 With admiration they behold. 

The love of Christ that can?t be told, 
They view thesuselves upon the shore, 
And think the battle all is oer. 


3 They feel themselves quite free from pain, 
And think their enemies are slain, 

They have no doubt but all is well, 

And satan is cast. down to hell. 


4 they wonder why old saints don’t sing.” 
And make the heav’nly arches ring 
Ring with melodious joyful sound, 
Because a prodigal is found. 


5 But’tis not long before they feel 
Their feeble souls begin to reel ; , 
They think their former hopes are vain 
For they are bound in satan’s chain. 


6 The morning sun that shone so bright, 
Is turned fo the shades of night ; 

Their hearts that did with rapture sing 
Are now untun’d in every string. 

” O foolish child, why didst thou boast 
In the enlargement of thy const ? 

Why didst thou think to fly away 
Before thou leav’st this feeble clay! 


i 
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Come take up arms and face the field, 
ome gird on harness, sword and shield, 
and fast in farth. fight for vour king, 
nd soon the vict’*y you shall win. 


When satan comes to tempt your minds, 
nen meet him with thesé blessed lines— 
of Christ our Lord has swept the field 
nd we’re determin’d not to yield. 


HYMN 17. L.M. 
The Union. 
LOM whence doth thix« Union arise? 
That hatred is conquer’d by love, 
fastens our souls In such ties, 
That nature and time can’t remove, 


? 


{t cannot in Eden be found, 

Nor yet.in a Paradise lost ;_ 
grows on Immanuel’s ground, 
And Jesus’ dear blood it did cost. 


My friends are so dear unto me, 
Our hearts all united in love ; 
here Jesus is gone we shall be, 
In yonder blest mansions above. 


QO! why then so loth for to part, 
Since we shall ere long meet again, 
igrav?d on Immanuel’s heart, 

4t a distance we cannot remain, 


And when we shall see that bright day, 
And join witH¢he angels above, 

aving these vile bodies of clay, 

United ‘with Jesus “in love. 


With Jesus we ever shall reign, 

And all his bright glory shall see, 

iging hallelujah, amen: asi 
Amen, even so let it be. 


re. re, 


BQ uymn? 18. 


- HYMN: 18. 

Christ’s Sufferings. 
THRO’OUT our Saviour’s life we trace 
Nothing but shame and deep disgrace; 

No period else was seen, 
Till he a spotless victim fell, 
Tasting in soul a painful hell, 

Caus’d by the creature’s sin. 


2 Onthe cold ground methinks J see 

My Jesus knee] and pray forme; — 
For this 171] bim adore + 

Seiz'd with a chilly sweat throughout, 

Blood drops did force their passage out, 
Thro’ every opening pore. 


3 A crown of thorns his temples bore, 
His back with !ashes all was tore, 

Til] one the bones might see ! 
Mocking they push’d him here and there, 
Marking his way with blood and tears» 

Press’d by the heavy tree. 


4 Thus up the hi!) he painful came, . 

Round him they mock’d and made their game 
At length his cross they rear— . 

And can you see the mighty God 

Cry out beneath sin’s heavy load hist 
Without one thankful tear? ee", 


5 Thus veiled in humanity, 
He dies with anguish on the tree ! 
What tongue bis grief can tell? 
The shudd’ring rocks their heade Cecline, 
The morning sun refus’d to shine 
When the Redeemer fell. 


6 Shout brethren, shout with songs divine, 
He drank the gall to give us wine ; 
To quench our parching thirst; 


- 
” 


~ 


Hymn 19. 23 


eraphs advance your voices higher, 
ride of the Lamb, unite the choir, 
To praise your precious Christ. 
HYMN 19: 
Come and welcome to Jesus Christ. 
GME ye sinners, poor and wretched, 
Weak and wounded, sick and sore, 
sys ready stands to save you, 
Full of pity join’d with pow’r ; 
e is able, he is able, he is able, 
He is willing, doubt no more. 


Ho! yeneedy, come and welcome, 

God’s free bounty glorify, 

ue belief and true repentance, 

Kivery grace that brings us nigh ; 

ithout money, without money, without money 
Come to Jesus Christ and buy, 


Let not conscience make you linger, 
Vor of fitness fondly dream; 

| the fitness he requireth, 

sto feel your need of him ; 

is he gives you, this he gives you, 
Tis the spirit’s rising beam, 


Jome ye weary heavy laden, 

3ruis’d and mangled by the fall, 

‘ou tarry till you’re better, 

(ou will never come at-all; 

t the righteousy nbt the righteous, not the righ- 
teous, 

inners Jesus came to call. 


‘iew him prostrate in the garden, 
In the ground your Maker lies ; 
the bloody tree behold him, 


~ 
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Here him ery before he diez 
It is finish’d, it is finish’d, it is fnish’d, 
Sinners will not this suffice ? 


6 Lo, th’ incarnate God ascended, 
Pleads the merits of his blood ; 

Venture on him, venture wholly, 
Let no other trust intrude, 

None but Jesus. none but Jesus, none but Jesus, 
Can do helpless sinners gond. 


7 Saints and angels join’d in concert, 
Sing the praises of the Lamb; 

Wruile the blissful seats of heav’n 
Sweetly echo with bis name, 

Hallelujah, ballalujab, hallalujab, 
Sinners here may sing the same. 


HYMN 20. C.M. 
At the meeting of Friends. 
WELL met dear friends. in Jesus” name; - 
Come Jet us now rejoice, oY 
While we our Saviour’s praise proclaim, » 
With cheerful hearts and voice. 


2 But O! dear Jesus, Lamb of God, 
Send down the heav’nly dove, 
His graces to diffuse abroad, 
To warm our hearts with love, 


3 In vain, dear Saviour, here we meet, - 
Except thy face we see; : 

Thy presence makes a heav’a most sweet 
Whene er we meet with thee. 


4 A dungeon shews a heav’nly dawn, 
When there with thee we dwell - 
But when thy presence is withdrawn, 
A palace proves ahell, : 
Pe ae 


~~ 
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5 Then O! dear Jesus, condescend 
To meet us with a smile; 

Thy spirit’s quick’ning influence send, 
)And purge our hearts from guile.— 


° That at the close, each one may say, 
‘* Weve met not here in vain ; 
ts For we have tasted heaven to da 
‘* Nor could we more contain.’? 


HYMN 21..'C. M. 
At parting of Friends. 
ORD, when together here we meet, 
And taste thy lieaw’nly grace ; 
Phy smiles are so divinely sweet, 
We're loth to leave the place. 


> But Father, since it is thy will, 
‘That we must part again ; 

{et let thy special presence still, 
With ev’ry one remain. 


; And let-us all in Christ be one, 
Bound with the cords of love 3 
“Hl we before thy glorious throne, 

Shall joyful meet above. 


. There void of all distracting pains, 
Our spirits ne’er shall tire ; 

‘ut in seraphic endless strains, 
Redeeming love admire. 


All sin and sorrow from each heart, 
Shall then for ever fly ; 
or shall a thought that we must part, 
Once interrupt eur joy. 


And thus to all eternity, 

Upon the heav’nly shore, 

he great mysterious One in Three, 
Jehovah, we’ll adore. 
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HYMN 22. C.M. 
Another. 
NOW, Lord, though we must part awhile, 
Upon the sacred road ; 
Yet let thy face upon us smile, 
And keep us close to God. 


2 And if again on earth we meet, 
Lord let us meet with thee ; 


_ And let thy gracious presence sweet, 


From bondage set us free. 


3 This, only this, we humbly crave, 
While earth is our abode ; 

That we with Christ and saints may bave 
Communion on the road. - 


4 For since our fellowship below, 
Affords such joy and love, 


b We long its full extent to know 


When we shall meet above. 


5 And Lord, let this excite us on, 
To keep the narrow way >. “ 
Till we shall meet aroucd thy throne; 
To spend an endless day. 


6 Celestial dove, our souls inspire, 
Maintain this flame of Jove 5” 

Ti] we shall meet that glorious choir, © 
Of worshippers above, — 


HYMN 23. L.M. 
Advice to youth, from Heel. xii. 
NOW is the time, O lovely youth, - 
To think on your creator God 5 
Attend the words of sacred truth, 
While in the day of youthful blood. 


2 This is the only way to find . 
The paths of peace and endless joy— 


Pas 
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The way to store your youthful mind 
With pleasure that.will uever cloy. 


3 But if you foolishly delay, 


And hearken to the tempter’s breath, 
To walk in the destructive way, 
*Till age comes on, or sudden death— 


4 Othink what dreadful risk you run— 
To hazard your immortal soul, 

To be eternally undone, 
And plung’d where endless sorrows roll. 


5 Behold the wretch advanc’d in years, 
And with his: years grown old in sin; 

No more repentance now appears, 
Than when his life did first begin. 


6 Lo, still upon the horrid brink 


Of everlasting wrath he goes; 
Anon with horror down to sink, 
Into the gulph of endless woes. 


7 Young sinners then a warping take, 
Now in your precious days of youth ; 
All flatt’ring vanities forsake, 
And take th’ advice of sacred truth. 


HYMN 24. L.M. 
On the Preciousness of Christ. 
THE name of Christ how sweet it sounds, 
How sweet the mention of his wounds, 
How good, how excellently good 
Is the dear name of Jesus’ blood. 


2 What makes it so to me is this, 
All that’s in Christ my portion is ; 
I'm his and shall tor ever be, 

And all he has is made to me. 


3 O! whata vreat estate have I, 
A heaven to all eternity ; 
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I’m rich, the Lamb lath made me i 
Nor can | greater riches know, 


4 O law I dread thy threats no more, 
My Saviour yonder paid the score; 
His blood I know has blotted all, 
The hand against me on the wall. 


5 The promises I glad look o’er, 
And thankfully the Lamb adore; 
For when he died he left Ins will, 
And this his legacies reyeal’d. 


6 What did my Saviour at his death, 
To me, unworthy me, bequeath? 

His life, his death, his wounds and blood, 
He left me, when he went to Ged, 


7 His new eternal testament 
q read, and much sweet times is spent, 
a searching ev’ry verse and lint ; 
How much my Jesus? will is mine ! 


8 My dear Testator will I bless, 
While wearing his pure righteousness + 
He cloth’d my spirit when he fell, 

Or i had naked gone to hell, 


9 His sacred name I'll still adore, | 

And praise iny Jesus more and more; 

My heart, my tongue his praise shall prove, 
In earth below and heav’a above. 


10 O! the vast debt of love I owe, 
My soul in time can ne’er bestow ; 
Eternity, it has no bound, 

So let my praise to thee be found. 


HYMN 25. C.M. 
On Grace. 
HEAVENLY thoughts create my: 2005 
And set my heart on fire, 


- 
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And glide my pleasing strains along, 
To join the heav’nly choir. 


2 While trav‘ling through this desert land, 
My weary soul shall rest ; 

Guided by Jesus’ gentle hand, 
To lean upon his breast. 


3 Here I will ease my burden’d mind, 
And tell him all my grief; 

From Jesus? blood my scul shall find, 
The streams of sweet relief. 


4 I'll lay me down within his arms, 
And view his lovely face ; 

As one o’ercome by sov’reign charms, 
And lost in his embrace. 


5 Here I'll behold with joy divine, 
The springs of rising bliss, 

And joy to see that Christ is mine, 
And view that lam his. ~ 


6 The views of my dear bleeding King, 
Strike an immortal flame; 

Raptur’d with joy my soul shall sing ’ 
The praise of Jesus? name—~ 


7 Shall sing like the redeemed throng, 
Of my incarnate God; 

His love shall be my ceaseless song, 
Who wash’d mein his blood. 


8 High on the throne my Saviour reigns ; 
Angels adore my King 5 

In lofty, sweet, seraphic strains, 
My Saviour’s praise thy sing. 

9 There VI] adore my dying God, 
And bow before his face , 

Pll sing of Jesus’ wounds and blood, 
And praise victorious grace, 
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10 Amidst th’ eternal sacred true— 
Among the starry plains, 

My soul shall sing as angels do, 
In sweet celestial strains. 


11 The heav’nly flame shall still aspire, 
Before my Saviour’s throne ; 

His love shall feed the sacred fire, 
To praise the Holy One. 


HYMN 26. 
[Tens and Elevens.] 

The convicted Sinner coming to Christ. 
DEAR Jesus,here comes, and knocks at thy door, 
A beggar for crumbs, distressed and poor ; 

Blind, lame, and forsaken, all rolled in blood ; 
At length overtaken, while running from God. 


2 To ask children’s bread, I dare not presume, 
But, Lord, to be fed with fragments I come ; 
Some crumbs from thy tables O let me obtain, 
For sure thou art able my soul to sustain. 


3 I own I deserve no favour to see, bet 

I hated thy cause and wander’d from thee 

Till brought by thy spirit my follies to mourn, 
Now stripp’d of all merit to thee I return. 


4 Great God, my desert is nothing but death; 
From thee to depart for ever in wrath; 

Yet, Lord, to the city of refuge I flee, 

O let thine eye pity a sinner hke me ! 


5 For since thou hast said thou wilt cast out none 
Who fiee to thine aid, as sinners undone, 

I come, precious Jesus, comdemned to die, 

And on thy sweet promise would humbly rely. 


6 Nor can I depart, dear Jesus, nor yield, 
Till feéls my poor heart, thy promise fulfill’d ; 
That I may for evera monument be, 
To praise thee, dear ‘Saviour of sinners-like me. 
eS 
a .. 
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HYMN 27. C.P.M. 
Al soul’s view: or partaking of the Lord’s 
) Supper. rea 
THE table’s spread, my soul there ’’spies 
The victim bleed, the Saviour dies, 
In anguish on the tree ! 
| 1 hear his dying groans! i prove 
His bleeding heart, his dying love! 
He died, my soul, for thee. 


2 The table’s spread—the royal food 
Is Jesus’ sacred flesh and blood, 
A feast of love divine; 
His bleeding heart! his dying groans ! 
His sacred blood for sin atones— 
Atones, my soul for thine. 


3 Whilst at the table sits the King, 

Raptur’d with joy, my soul shall sing, 
With an immortal flame ; 

My Saviour’s grace 11] still adore, 

With joy Pll love him more and more, 
And bless his sacred name. ; 


4 O! sacred flesh, O solemn feast ! 
When Christ my Lord, the royal! guest, 
Is at his table found ; 
This adds new glories to my joy— 
It bids me sing and welll may, 
It makes my bliss abound. 


5 ’Tis thus fry son! by faith is fed, 
On ange!’s food with living bread, 
And manna from above— 
Qn sacred flesh, on dying blood ! 
I feast till | am full of God, 
And drink the wine of love. 


6 It is an early antipast, 
Of heav’nly bliss it is a taste, 
A taste on earthly ground. 
I here so sweet—if here we prove 
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Seraphic joy—celestial love, 
In heaven. what will be found ¢ 


HYMN 28. ©. M. 
Divine Fortitude, 
DIDST thou dear Jesus suffer shame, 
And bear the cross-for me? 
And shall I fear to own thy name, — 
Or thy disciple be ? 


2 Forbid it Lord, that I should dread, 
To suffer shame or loss 5 

But in thy footsteps let me tread, _ 
And glory in thy cross. > oe 


3 Inspire my soul with life divine, 
And holy courage bolds, 

Let knowledge, faith and meekness shine, 
Nor love nor zeal grow cold. 


4 Say to my soul, why dost thoufear 
The face of feeble man? OhaOd: + 
Behold thy heav’nly captain’s here, 
Before thee in the van. 


5 O how my soul would up and run, 

At this reviving word; ces wee 
Nor any painful suff’rings shun, | © 

To follow thee my Lord. 


6 For this let men reproach, defame, 
And call me what they will; 

Lo, I may glorify thy name, 
And be thy servant still. . 

7 To thee! cheerfully submit, 
And all my pow’rs resign; 

Let wisdom point out what is fit, 
And [ll no more repine. 
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HYMN 29. C.M. 
The rich provision of the Gospel 
JESUS, thy blessings are not few, 
Nor is thy gospel weak ; 
Thy grace can melt the stubborn Jew, 
And heal the dying Greek. 2 


2 Wide as the reach of satan’s rage, 
Does thy salvation flow ; 

{t’s not confin’d to sex or age, 
The lofty or the low. 


3 While grace is offered to the prince, 
The poor may take their share ; 
No mortal has a just pretence 
To perish in despair. 


4 Come all ye wretched sinners come, 
He’ll form your souls anew ; 

His gospel and his héart has room 
For rebels, such as you. 


5 His doctrine is Almighty love, 
There’s virtue in his name, 
To turn a raven to a dove, 
The lion to a lamb. 


6 Ocould we raise a song of praise, 
Half equal to his love; 

The heav’ns would ring, while we should sing, 
Through all the courta above. 


-* » HYMN 30. 
[Sevens-] 
The Pilgrim’s song. 
CHILDREN of the heav’nly King, 
As you journey, sweetly sing; 
Sing your Saviour’s worthy praise, 
Glorious in his works and ways. 


2 Ye are trav’ling home to God, 
In the way your fathers vise 
| 2 


« 
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They are happy now, and ye 
Soon their happiness shall see. 


3 Oh! ye banish’d seed be glad, 
Christ our advocate is made; 
Us to save, our flesh assumes, 
Brother to our souls becomes. 


4 Shout ye little flock and bless, 
You on Jesus’ arms shall rest 
There your seat is now prepar’d, 
There’s your kingdom and reward. 


5 O! ye brethren, joyful stand, 
On the borders of your Jand; 
Jesus Christ your Father’s Son, 
Bids you undismay’d go on. 


6 Lord, obediently we'll go, 
Gladly leaving all below; * 
Only thou our leader be, 
And we still will follow thee. 
b oxeatads 
HYMN31. C.M. ” 
An Invitation to Sinners. 
COME to the glorious gospel feast, 
Ho, ev’ry one that will! i ae 
O com= ye starving souls, and taste’ 
‘Those joys that none ean tell. ~ 


2 Arise ye mortals, that are sad 
And bord’rjng on despair 5 
Lo, there is balm in Gilead, 
And a physician there. 
3 Look to the Saviour’s bleeding side, 
Behold the purple gore, 
It was for wounded souls he died, 
The sin-sick to restore. 


4 Behold him on the cursed tree, 
With arms extended wide, = 
= » 
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For sinners such as you end me, 
The bleeding Saviour died. 


5 ? Tis finish’d said his dying breath, 
And conquer’d death and hell, 

That rebels doom’d to endless death, 
Might in his bosom dwell. 


6 Come then receive his grace and tell 
The wonders of his love! 

Till we arise with him to dwell, 
In the bright worlds above. 


7 No sin nor foe shall there annoy, 
Or wound our peaceful breast ; 
But boundless love, unmingled joy, 

And everlasting rest, 


HYMN 32. C.M. 
Farewell to all but Christ. 
FAREWELL, vain world, | bid adieu, 
Your glories I despise ; 
Your friendship I no more pursue, 
Your flatt’ries are but lies. 


2 You promise happiness in vain, 
Nor can you satisfy ; 

Your highest pleasures turn to pain, 
And all your treasures die. 


3 Had I the Indies, East and West, 
And riches of the sea ; 

Without my God I could not rest, 
For he is al] to me. 


4 Then let my soul rise far above, 
By faith ’lltake my wing, 

To the eternal realms of love, 
Where saints and angels sing. 


5 There’s love and joy that will not waate ; 


There’s treasures that endure ; 
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There’s pleasure that will always last, 
When time shal] be no more. 


HYMN 33. L. M- 
The name of Christ, most sweet, 
THAT name to me sounds ever sweet, 
Where truth and mercy always meet 5 
Where righteousness doth peace embrace, 
And opens wide a store of grace. 


2 A meeting place it is indeed, 
Where mercy meets the sinner’s need, 
And opens wide a gracious store» 
Sufficient to relieve the poor. 


_3 Hark! don’t you hear the heav’aly call ? 
It soundeth loud, it is to all ; : . 

To high and low, to bond and free, 

‘That none may say, “ tis not for me.” 


5 “ Ho! every one that thirsts (he cries)” 
‘ Here’s wine and milk, in Jarge supplies ; — 
“Come now to.me and drink yourfill, 
“ Come freely whosoever will, 7 


6 ‘+ Come now receive, I ask no pay, 
“ But freely give it all away, ¢ 
« To all that domy word believe, — 
** And freely now my grace receive” 


HYMN 34. C. M. . 
An invitation to sin*sick souls to come to 
Jesus for relief. 
COME sinners, now approach your God, 
With new melodious songs; 
Behold the treasures ofhis blood 
Have cleans’d a num’rous throng. 


2 See Jesus stand with open arms, 

 Jnviting youto come; 
Hear how his mercy sweetly charms, __ 

And_-tells you there is room. 


HyMN 35. 37 


3 But bark! methinks I hear you say, 
‘ [Pm an unworthy soul— 
¢‘ Pye sinn’d my day of grace away, 
| <6] hear his thunders roll. 


4 My sins are of a crimson dye, 
« And I’m‘a captive led ; 

s¢ Can such a sinful soulas I, 
* Be from this bondage free’d ? 


5 * Now I deserve the lowest hell, 
* Who spurn’d his offer’d grace; 
‘6 And tempting others to rebel, 
« Provok’d him to his face.”? 


6 Stop, trembling soul, and hear me tell, 
The wonders of his love ; 

We snatch’d me from the brink of hell, 
And rais’d my soul above. 


7 Hark! hear the blessed Jesus say, 
“ Poor soul you need not doubt ; 

‘¢ The soul that will come unto me, 
* [ll in no wise cast out.”? 


8 Come now and take him at his word, 
He will not angry be; 

Pat your whole trust in Christ the Lord, 
And he will set you free, 


HYVIN 35. L.M. 
Buy-the truth, and sell it not. 
THE worth of truth no tongue can tell, 
»T will do to buy but not to sell; 
A large estate that soul has sot, 
Who buys the truth and sells it not. 


2 Truth like a diamond, shines most fair, 
More rich than pearls and rubies are; 
More worth than gold and silver coin ;- 
O! may it always in us shine. 
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3 Tis truth that binds, and truth makes free 
And sets the soul at Jiberty,. 
From sin and satan’s heayy chain, 
And then within the heart doth reign. 


4 They have a freedom then indeed, 
That doth all freedom else exceed ; 
Freedom from guilt, freedom from woe, 
And never more shall boudage know. 


5 O! happy they who in their youth, 

Are brought to know and love the truth ; 
For none but they whom truth makes tree, — 
er can enjoy true liberty. 


6 Truth like a girdle let us wear, 
And always keep it clean and fair; 
And never let it once be told, A 
The truth by us was ever sold. 


HYM N 36. [Eights and Sevens.} _ 
~ The wandering Pilgrim. 

WAND’RING pilgrims, mouryey ‘bristians 

Weak and tempted lambs of C ee 
Who endure great tribulation, 

And with sins are much distress’d ; 
Christ has sent me to invite you 

To a rich and costly feast ; 
Let not shame nor pride prevent you, 

Come the sweet provision taste, 


2 Ifyou have a heart lamenting, . 
And bemoan your wretched cases . 
Come to Jesus Christ repenting, _ 
He will give you gospel grace ; _ 
Ifyou want a heart to fearhim, » . - 
Love and serve him all your ‘aye, 
Only come to Christ and ask hi 
He will guide your feet always. 


3 If your heartis unbelievingy 9» 
Doubting Jesus’ ‘pardning love, & 
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Lay hard by Bethesda waiting, 

Till the troubled waters move; 
fno man appears to help you, 

All their efforts prove but talk ; 
jesus, Jesus he will cleanse you, 

Rise, take up your bed and walk. 


i If like Peter you are sinking, 
In the sea of unbelief ; 
Wait with patieuce, always praying,’ 
Christ willsend you sweet relief; 
Je will give you grace and g!ory, 
‘All your wants shall be suppii’d, 
Sapaan, Canaan-lies before you, 
Rise and cross the swelling tide. 


> Death shall not destroy your comfort, 
Christ shall guard you thro’ the gloom, 

Down he’ll send a heavenly convoy, 
To convey you to his home ;_ 

Phere you'll spend your days in pleasure, 
Free from every want and care; 

Some, O come, my blessed Saviour, | 
Fain my spirit would be there. 


HYMN 37. [Sevens.] 
Home. 

3RETHREN, while we sojourn here, 

Fight we must, but should not fear, 
“oes we have, but we've a friend, 

One who loves us to the end ; 
‘orward then with courage go, 

Long we sha!l not.dweil below ; 
Joon the joyful news will come, 

Child. your Father calls—come home. 


In the world a thousand snares 
Lay to take us unawares ; 

satan, with malicious art, ‘ 
Watches each unguarded hearty 


3¢ 


40 Hymn 38. 


But from Satan’s malice free, 
Saints shall soon victorious be ; 
Soon the joyful news will come, 
Child, your Father calls—come home. 


3 But of all the foes we meet, 
None so apt to turn our feet; 
None betray us into sin, 
Like the foes we have within ; 
Yet let nothing spoil your peace, 
Christ will also conquer these ; 
‘Then the joyful news will come, 
Child, your Father calls—come home. 


HYMN 38. [Eights and Sevens. } 
Christ’s Coming. 

DON’T you see my Jesus coming, 
Don’t you see in yonder cloud, 
With ten thousand saints and angels ?— 
How they do my Jesus crowd! 

CHORUS, 

Well Beloved, blessed Saviour, 

Well Beloved, Priest and King ; 

All glory to the Lamb that was slain, 

For us he did salvation bring. rd 


2 Pilarise, and goand meet him, 

He’ll embrace me.in his arms; 

In the arms of my dear Saviour, 

O there are ten thousand charms. 
Well Beloved, &c. 


3 Death shall not destroy my comfort : 
Christ shall guide me through the gloom) 
Down be'll send some heavenly convoy 
To escort my spirit home. 

Well Beloved, &c. 


4 There we'll spend our daysin pleasure, 
ree from every pain and care ; , 
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‘ome! O come! my blessed Saviour, 
‘ain my spirit would be there. 
Well Beloved, &c. 


HYMN: 39 [Eights and Sevens. } 
The good Shepherd. 
JET thy kingdom, biessed Saviour, 
Come, and bid our jarring cease ; 
yome, Ocome and. reign forever, — 
God of icve, and Prince of peace : 
‘isit now thy precious Zion, 
See thy people mourn and weep ; 
Jay and nivht thy lambs are crying, 
Come, good Shepherd, feed thy sheep. 


Many follow men’s inventions, 
_And submit to human laws, 
ience division and contentions 
Sully the Redeemer’s cause : 
lence we sufler persecution, 
While the foolish virgins sleep: 
J] is uproar and confusion, 
Come, good Shepherd, feed thy sheep. 


Some of Paul, some of Apollos, 
Some of Cephas, few agree: 
esus, let us hear thee call us, 
Help us, Lord, to follow thee. 
‘hen we’ll rush through what encumbers, 
Ev’ry hindrance overleap: 
earing not their force or numbers, 
Come, good Shepherd, feed thy sheep. 


Lord, in us there is no merit, 
We’ve been sinners from our youth: 
juide us, Lord, by thy good Spirit, 
That shall teach us all thy truth ; 
in the gospel word we’ll venture, 
Till in death’s cold arms we sleep ; 
ove’s our bond, and Christ our centre, 
Come, good Shepherd, feed thy sheep. 
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5 Come, good Lord, with courage arm us, 
Persecution we’ll not fear; 
Nothing, Lord, we know can harm us, 
While our loving Shepherd’s near: 
Glory, glory be to Jesus» 
At his name our hearts do leap ; 
He both comforts us and frees us, 
The guod Shepherd feeds his sheep. 


6 Hear the Prince of your salyation, 
Saying, “Fear not, little fock, 

*¢ T myself am your foundation, 
“ Ye are built upon this rock : 

‘ Shun the paths of vice and folly, 
* Lest you sink into the deep ; 

“ Look to me and be ye holy, 
“‘ ] delight to feed my sheep.” 


7 Christ alone our soul shall rest on, 
Taught by him we own his name ; 
Sweetest of all names is Jesus, 
How it doth our hearts inflame! 
Glory! glory ! give him glory, 
Strong is he and he will keep, — — 
He will clear our way before us, — 
The good Shepherd feeds his sheep. 


- 
‘ 


HYMN 40. [Elevens and Eights.} 
The glory of Christ. 
© THOU in whose presence my soul takes delight 
On whom in affliction J call : ‘ 
My comfort by day and my song in the night, , 
My hope, my salvation, my all. — 


2 Where dost thou at noon-tide resort with th 
sheep, 
To feed on the pastures of love: 
Say, why in the valley of death should I wee; 
Or alone in the wilderness rove. 


3 O why should I wander, an alien; from thee, 
Or cry in the desert for breads 
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y foes will rejoice when my sorrows they see, 
ind smile at the tears I have shed. 


{e daughters of Zion declare, have you seen, 
he star that on {srael shone: 

‘, if in your tenis my beloved has been, 

\nd where with his flock he has gone. 


"his is my Beloved, his form is divine, 

is vestments shed odours around: 

e locks on his head are as grapes on the vine, 
Vhen autumn with plenty is crown’d. 


The roses of Sharon, the lilies that grow, 

n the vales, on the banks of the streams? 
his cheek in the beauty of excellence glow, 
And his eyes are as quivers of beams. 


dis voice as the sound of the dulcimer sweet, 
s heard through the shadow of death, 

e cedars of Lebanon bow at his feet, 

Che air is perfum’d with his breath. 


His lips as a fountain of righteousness flow, 

hat waters the garden of grace : 

om which their salvation the Gentiles shall 
know, 

And bask in the smiles of his face. 


Love sits on his eye-lids and scatters delight» 
Through all the bright mansions on high ; 
eir faces the cherubims veil in his sight, 

And praise him with fulness of joy. 


He looks, and ten thousands of angels rejoice, 
And myriads wait for his word ; 
» speaks, and eternity, fill’d with his voice, 
Re-echoes the praise of the Lord. 


HYMN 41. L. M. 
_ Address to Youth. 
YOUNG peopk, all attention give, 
‘While I address you in God’s name. 
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You who in sin and foliy live, 

Come, bear the counsel of a friend: 
I’ve sought for bliss in glittering toys, 
I’ve rang’d th? alluring scenes of life, 
But never found substantial joys, 
Until | heard my Saviour*s voice. 


He spake at once my sins forgiven, 
And swept my load of guilt away ; 
He gave me glory, peace, and heaven, 
And led me in his own right way; 
And now with trembling sense I view 
Huge billows roll beneath your feet, 
While death eternal waits for you; 
Who slight the force of gospel truth.. 


Youth like the spring will soon be gone, 
By sleety winds or conquering death ; 
Your morning sun may set at noon, 

And leave you ever in the dark. 

Your sparkling eyes and blooming cheeks, 
Must wither like the blasted rose; 

The coffin, earth, and winding sheet, 
Must soon your active limbs enclose. 


Ye heedless ones, who widely rove, 

The grave must soon become your bed ; 
There darkness reigns and vapours move 
In solemn silence round your head. 

Your friends will pass the lonesome place, 
And with a sigh more slow along, 

Still gazing at those spires of grass 
Which will be o’er your bodies grown. 


But O the soul, where vengeance reigns ! 
It sinks in groans and ceaseless cries : 
It moves amidst the burning flames 

In boundless woes and agonies. 

There swallowed up in blackest night, 
Where devils dwell and thunders roar, 


- To sink in keen despair and guilt, 


When thousand thousand years are o’er.. 
oH ip » 
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h fellow youth ! this is the state 

f all who do free grace refuse ; 

id soon with you ’twill be too late 

he way of life in Christ to choose. 
ome, lay your carnal weapons by ; 

o longer fight against your Lord ; 

ad with my mission now comply, 

ad heaven shall be your great reward. 


HYMN 42. C. M. 
Pleading with God under affliction. — 
Y should .. living man complain 
‘deep distress within ; 

2 ev’ry sigh and every pain, 
but the fruit of sin. 


o Lord, Pil patiently submit, 
or ever dare rebel + ‘ 
sure | may beneath thy feet, 
y painful feelings tell. 


10u seest what floods of sorrow rise, 
id beat upon my soul ; 

trouble to another cries, 

llows on billows roll. 


om fear to hope and hope to fear, 
y shipwreck’d soul is tost, 

| am tempted in despair, 

) give up all for lost. 


‘t thro’ the stormy clouds I’}] look, 
ice more to thee, my God: : 
my soul upon a rock, 
»yond the raging flood. 


1e look of mercy from tby face, 
ould set my heart at ease - 
all-creating word of grace, 

‘ill make the tempest cease. 


46 HYMN 43—44, 


HYMN 43. [Elevens.] 
Precious Promises.—2 Peter, iii. 4. 
HOW firm a foundation, ye saints of the Lor 
Is Jaid for your faith in his excellent word ; 
What more Can he say than to you he hath sai 
You who unto Jesus for refuge have fled ? 


2 In every condition, in sickness, in health, 

In poverty’s vale, or abounding in wealth, 

At home and abroad, on the land, on the sea, 

As thy days may demand, shall thy strength ev 
be. 


3 Fear not, I am with thee, O be not dismay’d, 

I, Iam thy Godand will still give thee aid. 

Ill strengthen thee, help thee, and cause thee 
stand, 


Upheld by my righteous omnipotent hand. 


4 When thro’ the deep waters I call thee to go 
The rivers of trouble shall not thee e’erflow, 
For I will be with thee, thy troubles, to bless, 
And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress. 


5 When thro’ fi’ry trials thy path-way shall lie, 
My grace all-sufticient stall be thy supply ; 
The flames shall not hurt thee, | only design 
Thy dross to'consume and thy gold to refine. 


6 Even down to old age, all my people shall prov 
My sov’reign, eternal, unchangeable love, 

And when hoary bairs shall their temples ador 
Like lambs they shall still inmy bosom be born 
7 The soul that on Jesus hath lean’d for repose 
J will not, | will not desert to his foes: 
That soul, tho? all hell should endeavor to shak 
I’]l never—no never—no never forsake. 


HYMN 44. (Tens.) 
Bajftisn, believers only have a right to ? 
WHEN John. tho’ a man, baptizing began, 
Believers in Jordan, confessing their sins, 


Hymn 44, 47 


“he Pharisees came in Abraham's name, 
r to be baptized and Jaid in their claim. 


You vipers said he, who warn’d you to flee, 
ng forth your repentance that fruits we may 
see. 


And think not indeed that you are Abraham’s 
) seed i 
d so for baptism a right for to plead. 


3y this we may see, baptism to be, 
r none but belivers a privilege free. 


“hrist Jesus by name, from Gallilee came, 
r to be baptized and was not asham’d. 


fohn to him did say, why com’st thou to me, 
r [have need to be baptized of thee. 


) suffer it so, for?t becomes us to shows 
righteous obed’ence wherever we go. 


Phe rite was perform’d and Jesus return’d, 
e blessing of th’Father came down on the Son, 


The spirit of God descends like a dove, 
d lights on our Saviour in tokens of love. 


By this we may see, the whole Trinity, 
to our baptism doth jointly agree. 


We’i] not be asham?’d of Jesus? name, 
’s precious unto us though sinners blaspheme. 


We'll follow the Lord in his holy word, 
edience unto him great comforts afford. 


We'll follow him down, to the waters we’re 
bound ; 
‘inners see what an example we’ve found, 


Farewell to my friends, farewell to my foes, 
rewell to this vain world wherein dortéwProvws 
: 


x 
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HYMN 45.0 Ginn » 
Godly sorrow arising from the suffering 
of Christ. 
ALAS! and did my Saviour bleed? _ 
And did my sovereign die? 5 
Would he devote that sacred es : 
For such a wormas1 2? — 


2[Thy body slain sweet Jesus thine, 
And bath’d in its own blood, — 
While all expus’d to wrath divine, 


The glorious sufferer stood.) = 


3 Wasit for crimes that I had done, Te 

He groan’d upop thetree? 
Amazing pity! grace unknown t . 

And love beyond degrees” 


4 Well might the sun in darkness hides Rab. 
And shut his glories in, epee 
When God the mighty maker died. ao 


For man, the creature’ssin, sec 
5 Thus might I hide my bldshinigafade, t of +8 . 
While his dear cross appears, Fae: Cal 


Dissolve my heart in thankfulness; 9 
And melt my eyes to tears. Fe Peg yore A, 
6 But drops of grief can Ge ler repays ter y 
The debtof lovel owe; ‘ : 
Here, Lord, I give myself away, . 
Tis all that I cando. ih Mm 
cob} MS PIR 
HYMN 46. C. P.M. 
The Youth’s Resolution. 
WHILE I am blest with youthful bloom, 
I will adore the sacred Lamb, — . 


2 


Who bled and died for me; . j 
If God inspires my iets with grace, és 
And Jets me see his ning face, ¥ ; 


A pilgrim 1 wild be. a ra 


> 


HYMN 47. 


Pi leave this world with all its toys, 
nd seek those far superior joys, 

That do in Jesus dwell ; 

Jesus be my God and king, 

:morta] triumph I will sing, 

O’er all the powers of: hell, 


‘A frowning world f will defy, 

nd all those flatt’ring charms deny, 
if Jesus stands my triend ; 

ot long have I this storm to stand, 
f this ensnaring barren land ; 

My conflict soon will end. 


Jesus my friend, my cause will plead, 
ynduct my steps, supply my need, 
And never let me fall: 

cus will all my foes destroy— 

ill be my life, my strength, my joy, 
Jesus is all in all, 

With joy I'll spend my fleeting days, 
) sound abroad his heav’nly praise, 
And tell the world his love ; 

1d when I quit this mortal stage, 
hall in sacred strains engage, 

Among the saints above. 


Where I shall with my Jesus dwell, 
joys beyond what tongue can tell, 
Oa that immortal shore ; z 
sus my love shall be my joy, 

s praises be my sweet employ, 

And part from him no more. 


HYMN 47. C.M. 
Longing for Christ. 
COULD I find from day to day, 
A nearness to my God ; 


en should my hours glide sweet away, | 


ind live upon thy word. 
3 


49 
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2 Lord I Desire with thee to live 
Anew from day to day, 

In joys the world can never give, 
Nornever take away. 


3 O Jesus come and rule my heart, 
And I’ll be wholly thine ; 
nd never, never more depart, 


* For thou art wholly mine. 


4 Thus till my last expiring breath, 
Thy goodness Ii} adore ; 

And when my flesh dissolves in death, 
My soul shall love thee more. 


5 Through boundless grace I then shall spend 


An everlasting day; 


, In the embraces of my friend, , 


Who took my guilt away. 


6 That worthy name shall have the praise, 


Fo whom all praise is due ; 
While angels and archangels gaze, 
On scenes for ever new. ; 


HYMN 48; C. M. 
The backslider returning. 
© WHAT 2 cruel wretch am I, 
To leave my Jesus so ! 
And now without his smiles I lie, 
And know not where to go. 


2 Once I enjoyed his smiling face; 
But did not think so soon, 

I should go mourning in distress, 
And all my comforts gone. 


3 Not all the glories of this earth, 
Can do me any good; 

My soul abhors all carnal mirth, 
And groans to find my God, — 


» 


HYMN 49, 51 


O should I see his face again, 
Id tell him all my woe, 
onfess how guilty I have been 
To leave my Jesus so. 


Then I will clasp him in my arms, 

And he shall have my heart ; 

ad earth, with all her treach’rous charms, 
For ever shall depart. 


HYMN 49. C.M. 
The Coronation of Christ. 
.L hail the power of Jesus’ name, 
Let angels prostrate fall ; 
ring forth the royal] diadem, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


Crown him ye martyrs of our God, 
Who from the altar call, 

‘tol the stem of Jesse’s rod, 

And crown him Lord of all. 


Ye chosen seed of Israel’s race, 

A remnant weak and small, 

311 him who saves you by his grace, 
And crowa him Lord of all. 


Ye Gentile sinners ne’er forget, 
The wormwood and the gall, 

) spread your trophies at his feet, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


Bahes, men, aad sires, who know his love, 
Who-feel your sin and thrall. 

w joy with all the hosts above, 

And crown him Lord of all. 

Let ev’ry kindred, ev’ry tongue, 

On this terrestrial ball, 

him all majesty ascribe, 

And crown bim Lord of all. 
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7 O that with yonder sacred throng, 
We at his feet may fall, 

We'll join the everlasting song, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


HYMN 53. [Tens and Elevens.] 
The Christtan’s warrant. 
THO?’ troubles assail and dangers affright, 
Tho’ friends all should fail and foes all unite, 
Yet one thing secures us, whatever betide, 
The promise assures us the Lord will provide. 


2 The birds without barn or store-house are fed, 
From them let us learn to trust ia our Head ; 
His saints, what is fitting shall ne’er be deny’d 
So long as ’tis written the Lord will provide. 


3 We all, may like ships, by tempests be tost 
On perilous deeps, but shal) not be lost ; 

Tho’ satan enrages the wind and the tide, 
Yet scripture engages, the Lord will provide. 


4 His call we’ll obey, like Abra’m of old, 

We know not the way, but faith makes us bold 
For tho’ we are strangers, we have a sure guide, 
And trust in all dangers, the Lord will provide. 


5 When satan appears fo stop up the path, | 

And fills us with fears, well triamph by faith, 

He caunot take from ys (tho’ oft he has try’d) 

This heart-cheering promise, the Lord will pro 
vide. 


6 He tells us we’re weak, our hope is in vain, 
The good that we seek, we ne’er shall obtain ; 
But when such suggestions, our graces have try’d 
This answers all questions, the Lord will provide 
7 No strength of our own, or goodness we claim, 
Our trust is all thrown on Jesus’ own name; 

In this our strong tower for safety we hide 

The Lord is our power the Lord will provide.. 


~~ 


HYMN 51. 53 


When life sinks apace, and death is in view, 
he word of his grace shall comfort us through, 
er fearing, nor doubting with Christ on our side, 
Te hope to die shouting the Lord will provide. 


HYMN 51. [Eights and Sevens. } 

The Gospel Trumpet. 
HARK, how the gospel trumpet sounds, 
hro’ all the world the echo bounds, 
nd Jesus Christ’s redeeming blood 
bringing sinners home to God, 
nd guides them safely by his word 

To endless day. 


Hail all victorious conqu’ring Lord, 

y all the heay’nly hosts ador’d 

‘ho: undertook for fallen man, 

od brought salvation thro’ thy name, 

hat we with thee might live and reign 

In endless day. 

Fight on ye conqu’ring saints, fight on, 

nd when the conquest you have won, 

hen palms of vict’ry you shall bear 

nd in his kingdom have a share, 

nd crowns of glory you shall wear 
ae In endless day. 


Thy blood, dear Jesus, once was spilt, 
0 save our souls from sin and guilt ; 
nd sinners now may come to God, 
ad find salvation through his word, 
nd sail by faith upon that flood 
- Toendless day. 


Thro’ storms and calms by faith we steer, 
y feeble hopes and gloomy fears, 
ill we arrive at Canaan’s shore, 
Jhere sin and sorrow are no more, 
Ye shout our trials there all o’er, 
To endless day. 


| 
| 
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6 Then we shall in sweet chorus join 
With saints and angels all combine, 
To sing of his redeeming love, 
When rolling years shall cease to move, 
And this shall be owr theme above 

In endless day. 


HYMN 52. L.M. 
Not ashamed of Jesus. 
JESUS, and shall it ever be, 
A mortal man asham’d of thee ? 
Asham/’d of thee, whom angel’s praise ; 
Whose glories shine thro’ endless days. 


2 Asham’d of Jesus? sconer far, 
Let evening blush to own her star; 
He shed the beams.of light divine, 
O’er this benighted soul of mine. 


3 Asham’d of Jesus? just as soon, 
Let midnight be asham’d of noon ; 
*Tis midnight with my soul, ’till He, 
Bright morning star, bids darkness flee. 


4 Asham’d of Jesus, that dear friend, 
On whom my hopes for heaven depend ? 
No, when I blush, be this my shame, 
That Ino more adore his name, 


5 Asham’d of Jesus? yesI may, 
When I’ve no guilt to wash away ; 
No tears to wipe, no good to crave, 
No fear of hell, no soul to save. 


6 Till then, nor is my boasting vain,. 
Till then I boast a Saviour slain ; 
And now may this my glory be, 
That Christ 1s not asham’d of me. 


7 His institutions will 1 prize, 

Take up thecross the shame despise— 
Dare to defend his nobie cause, 

And yield obedience to his laws, .» 


HYMN 53, 


HYMN 53. S. M... 
Unity. 
ET strife forever cease, + 
And envy quit the field, 
ome join and five in love and peace, 
And to the gospe} yield. 


Let bitter words no more 
Among the saints remain: 
et ev’ry member ev’ry hour, 
Submit to Jesus’ reign. 


One Lord we have to fear, 
One faith we all confess ; 
‘0 one baptism we adhere, 
And magnify free grace. 


‘Then why should we contend, 
For meat and drink and dress, 
nd crucify the Lord again, 

And pierce his wounds afresh. 


When bitter words arise, 

Then satan has his ends; 

Ve wound the heart and Lands of Christ, 
Annidst his chosen friends. 


No more we’ll feel the flame, 

Nor judge ourselves tao wise : 

ut search with care to find the beam, 
That lurks within our eyes. 


Unto the world we’ll prove, 
That we disciples are ; 

hey shall behold us walk in love, 
And say the Lord is there. 


Then we will live like those, 
Who now agree in love ; 

nd when by death our eyes shall close, 
We'll join with them above. 


56 HYMN 55—56. 


HYMN 55. L. M. 
Invitation to sinners. 
COME sinners, to the gospel feast, 
Let ev’ry soul be Jesus’ guest ; 
Ye need not one be left behind, 
For God hath bidden all mankind. 


2 ‘Have me excus’d? why will you say; 
From health, and life, and liberty ; 

From all that is in Jesus given, 

from pardon, holiness, and heaven. 


3 Come then ye souls by sin opprest, 
Ye weary wand’rers after rest ; 
Ye poor and maimed, halt and blind, 
In Christ a hearty welcome find. 


_ & See him set forth before your eyes, 
Behold the bleeding sacrifice ; 

Elis offer’d love let all embrace, 

And freely now be sav’d by grace, 


* Ye who believe his record true, 
Shall sup with him, and he with you: 
Come to the feast, be sav’d from sin, 
For Jesus waits to take you in. 


& This is the time, no more delay, 
‘This is the glorious gospel day 3 
Come in this moment at his call, 
And live to him who died for all. 


. HYMN 56. C. M. 
Joy in the Holy Ghost. 
MY soul doth magnify the Lord, 
My spirit doth rejoice 
in God my Saviour and my God, 
T hear his joyful voice. 


2 I need not go abroad for joy, 
Who have a feast at home; 


nyrmn 56. 


'y sighs are turned into songs, 
The Comforter is come. 


Down from above the blessed dove 
Is come into my breast, 

o witness God’s eternal love; 

This is my heav’nly feast. 


This makes me, Abba Father, cry, 
With confidence of soul : 

‘makes me cry, my Lord, my God, 
And that without controul. 


‘There is a stream which issues forth 
From God’s eternal throne, 
nod from the Lamb, a living stream, 
Clear as the chrystal stone. 


The streams do water paradise, 
It makes the angels sing ; 

ne cordial drop revives my heart, 
Hence all my joys do spring. 


Such joys ag are unspeakable, 
And full of Glory too ; 

uch hidden manna, hidden pearls, 
As worldlings do not know. 


_ Eye hath not seen, nor ear hath heard, 
From fancy ’tis conceal’d, 

What thou, Lord, hast laid up for thine, 
And hast to me reval’d. 


) I see thy face, I hear thy voice, 
I taste thy sweetest love ; 

ly soul doth leap ; but O for wings, 
The wings of Noah’s dove! 


0 Then should I flee far hence away, 
Leaving this world of sin; 

Then should the Lord put forth his hand, 
And kindly take me in. 


a 
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11 Then should my soul with angels feast 
On joys that always last : 

Bless’d be my God, the God of joy, 
Who gives me here a taste. 


HYMN 57. C.M. 
Faith, Hope, Love, Desire and Patience. 
SAYS Faith, “ look yonder see tlie crown 
Laid up in heaven above; 
Says Hope, ‘‘anon it shall be mine” — 
‘*] long for it,’? says Love. 


2 Desire she saith “is there my crown? 
Unto that place I’lll flee ; 

I cannot bear a longer stay, 
My rest | fain would see.’? 


3 ‘But stop,’ says Patience, ‘wait awhile, 
The crown’s for those that fight ; 

The prize for those who run the race 
By faith, and not by sight.’ 


4 Thus faith doth take a pleasing view ; 
Hope waits—Love sits and singse= 
Desire she flutters to be gone, — 
But Patience clips her wings. 


HYMN 58. S. M. 
The expiring Reprobate. 
AH! whence that hollow groan? 
it comes from yonder bed ; 
A gasping rebel sinks oppress’d; 
His joys and hopes are fled! — 


2 That awful scene arrives 
Which impiously he dar’d; 

He now must staud before his Judge, 
And knows he’s not prepar’d ! 


3 See what a clammy sweat 
Bedews his pallid face ! 
Each feature now is sadly chang’d, 


No comfort there we trace! 
5 


Hymn 59. 


Those eyes suffus’d with tears, 
And cast with anguish down; 

0 heav’n he dares not lift them up, 
Expecting thence a frown! 


His tongue and quiv’ring lips 
Their silence strangely keep ; 
or rail, nor scoff at humble souls, 
Because for sin they weep. 


No more with blasphemy 
His rattling throat distends ; 
orgotten now his noisy mirth, 
And all his mirthful friends ! 


His tortur’d mind no more 

On trifles now can rest ; 

© seeks relief from weeping friends, 
But feels the more distrest- 


Midst sobs, and doubts, and fears 

I saw him breathe hislast ! 

orthwith to God, the righteous Judge, 
Th’ immortal spirit pass’d ! 


Come ye, who loudly boast, 
And make a mock at sin, 
‘ho eager join the revel rout, 
To take new pleasures in. 


) See what a baleful end, 

Awaits your mad career ! 

urn, and forsake your darling sin, 
Whilst mercy still is near. 


HYMN 59. S.M. 
4 The expiring Saint. 
SEE the pleasant bed 
Where lies the dying saint : 
hough in the icy arms of death, 
He utters no complaint, 


60 Hymn 60. 


2 His aspectis serene ; 
He smiles in joyful hope; 

He knows that arm on which he rests 
Is an unfailing prop. 


3 He lifts his eyes in love 
To his Almighty Friend, © 

Whose pow’r from ev'ry fear secures, 
And guards him to the end. 


4 He speaks of dying love, ; 
Which his kind Lord display’; 
And trusts, though conquer’d now by death; 
He shall like him be made. 


5 He knows his Saviour died, 
And from the dead arose ; a 
He looks for vict’ry o’er the grave, 
And deatb, the last of foes, 


6 His happy soul is wash’d, 
In sin-atoning blood : 
Exulting in eternal love, 
He wings his way tu God. 


7 Is this the blessed end | 
Of those who love the Lord ? 
Then will I leave the sinner’s ways 
And hear the Saviour’s word. — 


8 The Saviour’s word of grace 
Is strong the soul to save : ; 

On him Pil trust in life and death, 
And triumph o’er the grave. 


HYMN 60. §. M. 
“When I would do good, evil is present 
with me.’ 4 . 
I WOULD, but cannot sing, 
I would, but cannot prey 
For satan meets me when I try, 
And frights my soul away, 


hymn 61. 64 


2 I would, but can’t repent, 
Though 1 endeavour oft ; 
This stony heart will ne’er relent, 
| Till Jesus makes it soft. 


3 I would, but cannot love, 
Though woo’d by love divine, 
No arguments have pow’r to move 

A soul so base as mine. 


4 I would, but cannot rest 
In God’s most holy will ; 

Y know what he appoints is best, 
Yet murmur at it still. 


5 O could I but believe ! . 
Then all ‘would easy be; 

¥ would, but cannot—Lord, relieve, 
My help must come from thee! 


6 But if indeed I would, 
Though I can nothing do, 

Yet the desire is something good, 
For which thy praise is due. 


7 By nature prone to ill, 
Till thine appointed hour, 

I was as destitute of will, Si 
As now Iam of pow’r. 


8 Wilt thou not crown at length, 
The work thou hast begun ? 

And with a_will afford me strength, 
In all thy ‘ways to run. 


HYMN 61. L. M. 
Christ the way to heaven.. 
JESUS my all to heav’n is gone, 
He, whom I fix my hopes upon ; 
His track I see and I'll pursue, 
The narrow way, till him I view. 


62 fiymn 62, 


2 The way the holy prophets went, 
The road that leads from banishment, 
The King’s highway of holiness, 
Ul go, for ali his paths are peace. 


3 No stranger may proceed therein, 
No lover of the world and sin, 
No lion, no devouring care, 
No sin nor sorrow shall be there. 


4 No, nothing may go up thereon, 
But trav'ling souls, and I am one; 
Way-faring men, to Canaan bound, 
Shall only in this way be found. 


5 This is the way I long have sought, 
And mourn’d because I found it not; 
My grief, my burden long hath been, 
Because I could not cease from ein. 


6 Themore I strove against its pow’r, 
I sinn’d and stumbled but the more, 
Till late I heard my Saviour say, — 
**Come hither, soul, ] am the way.” 


7 Lo, glad I come, and thou_bless’d Lamb, 
Shall take me to thee, whose I am ; 
Nothing but sin I thee can give, 

Nothing but love shall I receive, 


8 Then will I tell to sinners round, 
What a dear Saviour I have found ; - 

' 1D point to thy redeeming blood, 
And say, ‘* Behold the way to God.’? 


HYMN 62. [Eights.] 
Death happy to the saint. - 
AH! lovely appearance of death, 
No sight upon earth is so fair; 
Not all the gay pageants that breathe, 
Can with a dead body compare. 


2 With solemn delightIsurvey = 
The corpse when the spirit is fled, s 


. HYMN 62, 


In love with the beautiful clay, 
And longing to lie in its stead. 


3 How bless’d js our brother, bereft 
Of all that could burden his mind ; 
How easy the soul, that has left 
This wearisome body behind ! 


4 Of evil incapable thou, 
Whose relics with envy I see, 
No longer in misery now, | 
No longer a sinner like me. 


5 This earth is affected no more 
With sickness, or shaken with painy 
The war in the members is 0’er, 
And never shall vex him again, 


6 No anger hence-forward, or shame, 
Shall redder this innocent clay 5 
Extinct is the animal flame, 

And passion is vanis?d away. 


7 This languishing head is at ‘rest, 
Its thinking and aching are o’er ; 
This quiet immoveable breast, 

Is heay’d by affliction no more. 


8 This heart is no longer the seat 
Of trouble and torturing pain ; 

It ceases to flutter and beat, 

It never shall flutter again. ail 


9 The lids he’ so seldom could close, 
By sorrow forbidden to sleep, 

Seal’d up in eternal repose, 

Have strangely forgotten to weep. 


10 The fountain can yield no supplies ; 
These hollows from water are free; 
The tears are all wip’d from these eyes, 
And evil they never shall see. 
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41 To mourn and’to suffer is mine, 
While bound in a prison I breathe ; 
And still for deliverance pine, 
And press to the issues of death. 


12 What now with my tears I hedew, 
O might I this moment become; 

My spirit created anew, 

My flesh be consign’d to the tomb. 


HYMN 63. [Tens and Eights. | 
“ Arise, my love, my fair one, and come 
away.” 
ARISE my dear love, my undefil’d dove, 
I hear my dear Jesus to say, 
The winter is past, the spring come at last, 
My love, my dove, come away. 


2 The earth that is green, is-fair to be seen, 
The flowers appearing in May, , 

All speak forth the praise of the Ancient of days: 
My love, my dove, come away. 


3 Allsmiling in love the young turtle dove, 
The little birds chirping dosay, ~ 

That they do rejoice in each other’s voice ; 
My love, my dove, come away. 


4 Come from the world’s cares, those troublesome 
snares, 
That follow you nightandbyday, ~ 
‘hat you may be free from the troubles that be : 
My love, my dove, come away. 


5 Away from all fear that troublee you here, 
Come into my arms he doth say, 

That you may be clear from the troubles you fear, 
My love, my dove, come away, 


§ Away from all pride, from that raging tide, 
That makes youfall out by the way; . 


» 
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’ome learn to be meek, your Jesus to seek ; 
My love, my dove, come away. 


To you that are, old, whose hearts are grown 
cold, 
Your Jesus inviting doth say, 5 
‘hat he’s heard your cries in the north countries; 
,My love, my dove, come away. 


And you that are young, your hearts are now 
strong, 
Your Jesusinyites you away 
‘rom antichrist’s charms, to Jesus’ kind arms; 
My love, my dove, come away. 


Andas to the youth, that have known the truth, 
Whose hearts here have led them astray. 

‘ome hear to his voice, and you shall rejoice ; 
My love, my dove, come away. 


0 My dear children all, come hear to my call, 
Behold I stand knocking, and say, 

Ty head’s wet with dew, my children, for you; 
My love, my dove, come away. 


1 My fatlings are kill’d, my table is fill’d, 
My maidens attending do say, 

‘here’s wine on the lees as much as you please ; 
My love, my dove, come away. 


2 Come travel the road that leads you to God, 
For it is a bright shining way ; 

‘ome follow your love, to mansions above ; 
My love, my’ dove, come away. 


HYMN 64. C.M. 
The aged sinner dying in despair. 
}EHOLD the man, three score and ten, 
Upon a dying bed; 
[ath run his race and got no grace ; 
An awful sight indeed 5 
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2 Poor man, he lies in sore surprise, 
And thus he doth compiain, © 

No grace I’ve got, and I cannot 
Recall my time again. 


3 This is the truth, I've spent my youth, 
In sinful sport and mirth, 

Put far away the evil day, 
And scarcely thought on death. 


4 My conscience then, oft me condemn’d> 
And gave me many a check; 

But wilfully I put it by, 
God’s voice I did reject. 


5 God’s spirit came once and again 
To me from realms above ; 
Alas! but I would not comply ; 
I griev’d the heavenly dove. 


6 The worldly care did prove a snare, 
The devil led me on; 
But now alas! this is my case, 
My day of grace is gone. 


7 My sins now all, both great and small, 
Appear hefore my eyes; 

And I must go to endless woe, 
Where anguish never dies. 


8 O dreadful hell! where 1 must dwell, 
God’s vengeance reigneth there ; 

I yield my .breath to cruel death, 
In horror and despair. 


9 My glass is run, | am undone ; 
No mercy canI find; 

And instantly the man doth die, 
And leave i hope behind. 


10 An awful sigat ! God grant it might 
A warning be te all, 
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o seek God’s face for pard’ning grace, 
And hearken to his call. ; 


HYMN 65. [Sevens. ] 
Yothing can harm the follower of Christ. 
CHRISTIANS, if your hearts be warm, 
‘e and snow can do no harm; 
’ by Jesus you are. priz‘d, 
ise, believe, and be baptiz’d. 


Jesus drank the gall for you, 
ore the curse for sinners due : 
‘hildren, prove your love to him, 
fever fear the frozen stream. 


Never shun the Saviour’s cross, 
1] on earthis worthless dross ; 
' the Saviour’s love you feel, 
,et the world behold your zeal. 


Fire is good to warm the soul, 
Vater purifies the foul ; 
‘ire and water both agree ; 
Vinter soldiers never flee. 


Ev’ry season of the year, 
et your worship be sincere ; 
Vhen the storm prevents your roam, 
erve your gracious God at home- 


Read his gracious word by day, 
iver watching, alwayspray ; 
fleditate his faw by night, 

Phis will give you great delight. 


HYMN 66. [Sevens.} 
Prayer encouraged. 
SOME, my soul, thy suit prepare, 
jesus !o,es to answer prayer ; 
He himself hath bid thee pray, 
Therefore will not say thee nay, 
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2 Thou art coming to a King, 
Large petitions with thee bring: 
For his grace and pow’r are such, 
None can ever ask too much, 


3 With my burden I begin, 2 
Lord, remove my load of sin} - 
Let thy blood for sinners =lipt, 

Set my conscience free from guilt. 


4 Lord I come fo thee for rest, 

Take possession of my breast ; 

There thy blood-bought right maintain, 
And without a rival reign. 


5 While I am a pilgrim here, 

Let thy love my spirit cheer ; 

As my guide, my guard my friend, 
Lead me to my journey’s end. 


6 Show me what I have to do, 
Ev’ry hour my strength renew ; 
Let me live a life of faith, 

Let me die thy people’s death. 


HYMN 67: P. M. 
New-Year’s Song. 
COME, let us anew, our journey pursue, 
Roll round with the year, 
And never stand still til the master appear! 
His adorable will let us gladly fulfil, 
And our talents improve 
By the patience of hope, and the labor of love. 


2 Our life as a dream, our time as a stream 
Glides swiftly away, 

And the fugitive moment refuses to stay ; 

The arrow is flown, the moment is gone ; 
The millennial year 

Rushes on to our view, and eternity’s near. 


~~ 


uymn 68 


O that each in the day of his coming might say, 


I have fought my way through, 


have finished the work thou didst give me to do! 
that each from his Lord, may receive the glad 


word, 
‘Welland faithfully done! 


Enter into my joy, and sit down on my throne.” 


HYMN 68. H.M. 


An Address to the Holy Spirit. 
DESCEND, celestial Dove, 
And make thy presence known; 
Reveal our Saviour’s love 
And seal us for thine own ; 
nbless’d by thee, our works are vain, 
or can we e’er acceptance gain. 


When our incarnate God 

The sovereign Prince of Light, 

In Jordan’s swelling flood 

Receiv’d the holy rite ; 

. open view thy form came down, 

nd dove-like flew, the King to crown. 


The day was never known, 

Since time began its race 

On which such glory shone, 

On which was shown such grace, 

s that which shed, in Jordan’s stream, 
n Jesus’ head the heav’nly beam. 


Continue still to shine, 

And fillus with thy fire ; 

This ordinance is thine, 

Do thou our souls inspire ; 

hou wilt attend on all thy sons 

Till time shall end,” thy promise runs, 
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HYMN 69. _ [Sevens and Sixes.] 
The Friend of Sinners. 

GOD of my salvation, hear, 

And help me to believe; 
Simply do I now draw near, 

Thy blessing to receive + 
Full of guilt, alas! I am, 
But to thy wounds for refuge flee ; 
Friend of sinners, spotless Lamb, 

Thy blood was shed for me. 


2 Standing now as newly slain, 
To thee I lift mine eye, 

Balm of all my grief and pain, 
Thy blood is always nigh: 

Now as yesterday the same 

Thou art, and will forever be: - 

Friend of sinners, spotless Lamb, 
Thy blood was shed for me. 


3 Nothing have J, Lord, to pays 
Nor can thy grace procure, 
Empty send me not away, 
For I thou knowest am poor; 
Dust and ashes is my frame, 
My allis sin and misery ; 
Friend of sinners, spots Lamb, 
Thy blood was shed for me. 


4 No good word, nor work, nor thought, 
Bring I to buy thy grace; 

Pardon I accept unbought, 
Thy proffer | embrace : 

Coming as at first | came, 

To take and not bestow on thee : 

Friend of sinners, spotless Lamb, 
Thy blood was shed for me. 


5 Saviour from thy wounded side 
I never will depart 

Here will I my spirit hide, 
When I am pure in heart. 2 
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li my place above I claim 

his only shall be all my plea— 
‘iend of sinners, spotless Lamb, 
Thy blood was shed for me. 


HYMN 70. [Eights and Sevens. } 
Cathsemane and Golgotha. 
REAT High Priest, we view thee stooping 
ith our names upon thy breast ; 
the garden, groaning, drooping, 
o the ground with sorrow press’ds 


Weeping angels stood confounded, 
0 behold their Maker thus ! 

id can we remain unwounded, 
hen we know ’twas all for us 2 


On the cross thy body broken, 
sucels ev’ry penal tie, 
empted souls produce the token 
I demands to satisfy. 


Allis finish’d, do not doubt it, 
ut believe your dying Lord ; 
ever reason more about it, 

nly take him at his word. 


Lord, we fain would trust thee solely, 
‘was for us thy blood was spilt ; 
-aised Bridegroom, take us wholly, 
ake and make us what thou wilt. 


Thou hast boyne the bitter sentence, 
1ss’d on man’s devoted race; 

rue belief and true repentance 

re thy gifts, O God of grace. 


HYMN 71. [8s, %s and 4s.] 
The great work of Man's Redemption 
Jinished. ; 
ARK! the voice of love and mercy, 
Sounds aloud from Calvary !. 
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See ! it rends the rocks asunder, 3 
Shakes the earth, and veils the sky ! 
It is finish’d ! 
Hear the dying Saviour ery t- 


2 It is finish’d ! O what pleasure 
Do these charming words afford ! 
Heav’nly blessings, without measure, 
Flow to us from Christ.the Lord. 
It is finish’d ! 
Saints, the dying words record. 


3 Finish'd, all the types and thaslows: 
Of the ceremonial law! 
Finish’d, all that God had promis’d ; 
Death and bell no more shall awe. 
It is finish’d ! 
Saints from hence your comforts draw. 


4 Tune your harps anew, ye seraphs, 
Join to sing the pleasing theme 5 
All on earth, and all in heav’n, 
Join to praise Immanuel’s name ! 
Hallelujah } 
Glory to the bleeding Lamb! 


HYMN 72: .S.M. 
The Barren Tree. 
HERE stands a ‘barren tree, 
That’s cumber’d long the ground ; 
Though many branches onit be, 
But yet.no fruit is found. 


2 Long hath the Husbandman 

Been searching it around, 
And prun’d it with a gentle hand, 

But yet no fruit was found. 


3 And when he did ap 
To cut the barren ane; 


MYMN 73. 73 
{e spares it tf! another year, 
But yet no fruit is found. 


| Kind Husbandman draw near, 
Nor yet upon it frown; 

jut spare it till another. year, 
Till fruit thereon be found. 


HYMN 73. [Eights. ] 
Vo charms in nature, when Jesus is not seen. 
Jow tedious and tasteless the hours, 
When Jesus no longer I sce ; 
weet prospects, sweet birds, and sweet flowers, 
Have al} lost their sweetness to me, 


The midsummer sun shines but dim, 
The fields strive in vain to look gay ! 

jut when I am happy with him, 
December’s as pleasant as May. 


His name yields the richest perfume, 
And sweeter than music his voice ; 
Jis presence disperses my gloom, 
And makes all within me rejoice. 


IT should, were he always thus nigh, 
Have nothing to wish or to fear ; 
(o mortal so happy as I; 
My summer would last all the year. 


Content, with beholding his face, 
My all to his pleasure resign : 
lo changes of Seasons or place, 
Would make any change in my mind, 


While bless’d with a sense of his love, 
In palaces joy would appear ; 

nd prisons would palaces prove, 
If Jesus would dwell with me there.. 


Lord, if I indeed now am thine, 
And thou art my sun and my song; 
4 * 
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Say, why do J languish and pine, 
And why are my winters so long? 


8 Odrive those dark clouds from the sky. 
Thy soul-cheering presence restore, 
Or take me unto thee on high, © 
Where winter and clouds are no more. 


HYMN 74. [Sixes and Nines. ] 
The happiness of a saint in obedience. 
How happy are they ' 
Who their Saviour obey, 
And have laid up their trueasure above ! 
Tongue cannot express 
The sweet comfort and peace 
__ Of a soulinits earliest love. 


2 That comfort was mine, 
When the favour divine 

T first found jn the hlood of the Lamb ; 
When my heart it believ’d, 
What ajoy I receiv’d, 

What a heayen in Jesus’ name! 


3 Twas an heaven below" 
My Saviour to know 5 

The angels could do nothing. more 
Than to faljat. his feet, 
And the story repeat, 

And the lover of sinners adore. © 


A Jesus all the daylong, 
Was my joy and my song ;- 

O that ali bis salvation might see ! 
He hath lov’d me, I cried, ' 
He hath suffer’d and died, 

To redeem such a rebel as me. 


5 On the wings of his love, | 
I was carried above 


“4 
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All sin, and temptation, Sad pain; 
I could not believe 
That Lever should grieve, 

That Lever should suffer again. 


HYMN 75. C.M. 
' Night Thought. 
HOW can I sleep, aiees angels sing. 
’ And all the saints on high 
Cry glory tothe eternal King, 
The Lamb that, once did die H 


> When guardian angels fil] the room, 
And hov’ring reund my bed, 

lap their glad wings in love to him 

_ Who is my glorious head : 


\ 


> O how can I inactive lie, 
And thoughtless a’! the night, 
Vhen those celestial spirits praise 
The Lord with all their might! 


/ Those joyful spirits never sleep ; 
Their love is always new ; 

“hen, O my soul, no longer cease 
To love and praise him too. 


For J of all the race that fell, 
Or all the heavenly host, 

lave greatest cause with humble soul, 
To love and praise him most. 


« 
Did God the Father love men so, 
As to bestow his Son 
‘ransom, sinners to redeem, 
And save from wrath to come! 


Did Jesus leave th: ‘ ather’s breast, 
That heaven of heaven’s on high, 

nd come to earth, this world of woe, 
For guilty men tocie? 
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8 And has the Holy Ghost apply’d 
The blood of Christ to me, 

To cleanse my guilty soul from sip, 
And set my spirit free ? 


9 With me, O heav’n, and earth, admire, 
Who am of all the race 

The chiefest sinner, and deserve 
In hell the hottest place. 


10 Yet mercy bere and truth can meet, 
And God can justify, 

Through Jesus Christ’s most precious blood, 
So vile a wretch as I. 


11 No longer then will } lie here, 
But rise, to praise and pray ; . 
And join to sing, while I enjoy 
A glimpse of heav’nly day. 


12 T’ll view the glories of the Lamb 
And serve him all my days: 
For what he in his essence is, 
My soul shall sing his praise. 


13 His glories bind my soul tohim, 
While them by faith I see, 

For which adore him, O my soul, 
And for his gifts to thee. 


14 Thanks to the Father for the Son ; 
To Christ for righteousness ; 
_ And to the Holy Spirit, who ~ 
Bestow’d this heav’nly dress. 


15 Lord, give me strength to die to sin, 
And run the Christian race ; 

To live to God, and glorify 
The riches of his grace. 


16 My lovely Jesus, while on earth, 
Arose befere *twas day, 


—~ 


»* 
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And to a solitary place 
Departed, there to yray. 


17 Pll do as did my blessed Lord, 

) His footsteps I will trace ; 

1 Jong to meet him in the grove, 
And view his smiling face. 


18 And when my soul hath found my Jove, 
Viilet him go no more ; 

But bring him to my Father’s house, 
That ail may him adore. 


19 Now let all drowsiness be gone, 
Let me enjoy my Lord, 

And let my mind be swallow'd up 
In his eternal word, 


20 If meditations all divine 
At midnight fill my soul, 

Sleep shall nolonger all my powers 
And faculties controul. 


21 But Ill arise, and sing, and pray, 
And spend such hours of joy 

In praising him whose glorious name 
My heart and tongue employ. 


22 Yet if my nature should require 
In sleep a little rest 5 

Dear Jesus, let it be no more 
Than thou shalt think is best. 


“« HYMN 76. C. M. 
A brief description of the children of God 
ne ca in a Dialogue. 
‘WHAT poor despised company 
- Of travellers are these, 
That walk in yonder narrow way 
Along that rugged maze ? 


2 Ah! these are of a royal line, 
All children of a king ; 
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Heirs of immortal ‘crowns divine, ' 
And lo! for joy they’sing. 

3 Why do they then appear so mean, 
And why so much despis’d ? 

Because of their rich robes unseen, — 
The world is not appriz’d. 


4 But some of them seem poor, distress’d, 
And Jacking daily bread ; 

Ah! they’re of boundless wealth possess’d, 
With hidden manna fed. 


5 But why keep they that narrow road, 
That ragged thorny maze ? 

Why that’s the way their leader trod, 
They love and keep his ways. 


6 Why must they shun the pleasant path, 
That worldlings love so well ? 
Because that is the road to death, 
The open road to hell. 


7 What, is there then no other road, 
To Salem’s happy ground? 

Christ is the only way to Ged, 
None other can be found. 


HYMN 77. C. M. 
Longing after Christ. 
COMPANIONS of thy little flock, 
Dear Lord we fain would be; 
Our heipless hearts to thee look up, 
To thee, our Shepherd, flee. — 


2 O might I lean upon that breast ! 
Which love and pity fill, — ‘ 
And be among those Lambs caressed, 


That in thy bocom dwell. 8 


3 How sweet that voice, how sweet that hand, 
Which Jeads to pastures fair, 


x 
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shews Canaan's milk and honey land 
Lot of thy flock so dear. 


4 Rich grace, free grace, most sweetly calls, 
‘Directly come who will, 

fust as you are ; for Christ receives 
Poor helpless sinners still. 


5 *Tis grace each day that feeds our souls, 
Grace keeps us only pure ; 

And O! that nothing else but grace 
May rule for evermore. 


6 As one in heart let’s all rejoice, 
The sinner’s friend to praise ; 

The shepherd died, Ob! ’tis bis voice ; 
He’ll us to glory raise. 


HYMN 78. L. M. 
Another. 
ARISE my soul, with wonder see, 
What love divine for thee hath done ; 
Behold thy sorrow sin and grief, 
Are laid on God’s eternal Son. 


2 See from his head, his hands, his feet,’ 
Sorrow and grief flow mingling down ; 

Did e’er such Joye, and sorrow meet, 
Or thorns compose so bright a crown? 


3 Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a presentefar too small ; 
Love so amazing, so divine, 
Demands my soul, my life, my all. 


HYMN79. C.M. 
Marriage Hymn. 
LORD, from thy throne of flowing grace, 
Thy choicest blessings give ; 
And on thy servants cause thy face 
To shine, and they shall live. 
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2 Enrich them with thy heavenly grace, 
Unite their hearts in love ; 

May they, in all thy holy ways 
To thee themselves approve. 


3 Let harmony and holy love, 
And friendship ever run 

Thro’ all their thoughts and life to prove, 
Of twain, they now are one. 


4 Allure them, Jesus ! with thy chatms, 
And joyfully they'll flee, 

By faith and Jove into thine arms, 
And thus be one in thee. 


5 Adorn their house, adorn their ways, 
With fruit divinely fair ; 

‘So in this world they’ll shew thy praise, 
In heay’n thy glory share. 


HYMN 80. H. M. 
The Beggar’s Prayer. 

ENCOURAG’D by thy word 

Of promise tothe poor, — 
Behold a beggar, Lord, ~~ 

Waits at thy mercy door: 
No hand, no heart, dear Lord but thine, 
‘Can help or pity wants like mine. 


2 The beggar’s usua! plea, 
Relief from men to gain, 
If offer’d unto thee, 
I know thou wouldst disdain: 
But those which move thy gracious ear, 
Are such as men would scorn to hear. 


3 Ihave no right to say 
That though I now am poor; 
Yet once there was a day 
When I possessed more : 73 
_ Thou knowest frommy_very birth 
_ -Pve been the poorest wretch on eartic. 
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4 Nor dare I to profess 

As beggars often do, 
Though great is my distress, 

My faults have been but few: 
if thou should leave my soul to starve 
It would be what I should deserve. 


5 Nor dare I to pretend 

I never bege’d before, 
And if thou now befriend 

I'll trouble thee no more : 
Thou often hast reliev’d my pain, 
And often I must come again. 


6 Though crumbs are much too good 
For such a wretch as I, 

No less than children’s food 
My soul’can satisfy : 

© do not frown and bid me go; 

I must have all thou canst bestow. 


7 Norean I willing be 

Thy bounties to conceal 
From otherss who like me 

Their wants and hunger feel, 
I'll tell them of thy mercy’s store, 
And try to send a thousand more. 


8 Thy ways, thou only wise, 

Our thoughts and ways transcend, 
Far as the arched skies 

Above this earth extend : 
Such pleas ag mine men would not bear, 
But God receives a beggar’s prayer 


HYMN 81. L.M. 
On the great duty of prayer. 
WHAT various hindrances we meet 
In coming to the mercy seat ; 
Yet who that knows the word of prpy’rs 
But wishes to be often there. — 
4* 
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2 Pray’r makes the darkest clouds withdraw, 
Pray’r climbs the ladder Jacob say ; 

Gives exercise to faith and love, 

Brings every blessing from above. 

3 Restraining pray’r we cease to fight, 
Pray’r makes the Christian’s armor bright , 
And satan trembles when he sees 

The weakest saint upon his knees, 


4 When Moses stood with aris spread wide, 
Success was found on Israels side ; ; 
But when through weariness they fail’d, 
That moment Amalek prevail’d. . 


5 Have you no words? Ah think again, 
Words flow apace when youcomplain, 
And fill your fellow-creature’s ears 
With the sad tale of all your cares. 


6 Were half our breath thas vainly spent, 
To heav’n in supplication sent, 
Our cheerful songs would often be, 


Hear what the Lord has done for me. 


. HYMN §2. EM. 
The work of a Minister. 
BEFORE thy throne eternal King, 
Phy ministers their tribute bring ; 
Their tribute of united praise, 
For heav’nly news and peaceful daye. 


2 We sing the conquest of thy sword, 
And publish loud thy/healing word: 
While angels sound thy glorious name, _ 
hy saving grace our lips proclaim. = 

‘ i F ° 
} Thy various service we esteem, a: 4 
Jur sweet employ, our bliss supreme, 
ind while we feel thy heav’nly love, 
Ve burn like seraphims above. 


. y . ~ 
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; No seraphs there can ever raise, 
With us an equal song of praise : 

They are the noblest work of God, 
But we the purchase of his blood. 


5 Still in thy work we would abound, 
Still prune the vine or plow the ground ; 
Thy sheep with wholesome pasture feed, 
And watch them with unwearied heed. 


6 Thou art our Lord, our life, our love, 
Qur care below. our crown above 3 

Thy praise shall be our blest employ, 
Thy presence our eternal joy. 


HYMN 83. L.M. 
Prayer answered by crosses. 
IT ASK?D the Lord that I might grow, 
in faith and love and evry grace ; 
Might more of his salvation know, 
And seek more earnestly his face, 


2 »Twas he who taught me thus to pray, 
And he I trust has answer’d prayer ; 
But it has been in such a way, 

As almost drove me to despair. 


3 [hop’d that in some favour’d hour, 
At once bee grant me my request ; 
And by hislove’s constraining power, 
Subdue my sins and give me rest. 


4 Instead of this he made me feel 
The hidden evils of my heart ; 
And let the angry powers cf hell 


Assult my soul in ev’ry part, 


5 Yea more, with his own hand he seem’d 
Intent to aggravate my woe; 

Cross’d all the fair designs I schem’d, 
Blasted my hopes, and laid me low. 
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6 Lord, why is thiss I trembling ery, 
Wilt thou pursue thy worm to death? 
“¢>Vis in this way,”? the Lord reply’d, 
“ T answer pray’r for grace and faith,” 


7 “ These inward trials I employ, 

“« From self and pride'to set thee free, 

“* To break thy schemes of earthly joy, 
“ That thou may’st seek thy allin me.? 


UYMN 84. C. P.M. 
Converse with Christ. 
I’M tir’d of visits, modes and forms, 
All flatt’ries paid to fllow-worms; 
Their conversation cloys: _ 
Their vain amours and empty stuff ; 
ButI can ne’er enjoy enough ~ 
Of thy dear company, my ord, 
Thou life of all my joys. 


2 When he begins to tell his love, __ 
Through every vein my passions move, . 
The captives of his tongue : 
In midnight shades, on frosty ground, - 
I could attend the pleasing sound ; 
Nor should [ feel December’s cold, 
Nor think the darkness long. 


3 There while [hear my Saviour God 
Count o’er the sins (a heavy load !) 
He bore upon the tree, : 
Inward I blush with secret shame, 
And weep, and love, and bless the name, 
That knew no guilt nor grief his own, 
But bore them all for me. 


4 Next he describes the thorns he wore, — 
And talks his bloody passions o’er 
Tiill am drown’d in tears: 
Yet, with thesympathetic smart, 
There’s a strange joy beats round my heart ; 


~ 
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The cursed tree has blessings in’t ; 
My sweetest balm it bears. 


} hear the glorious sufferer tell 
How on the cross he vanquishrd hell, 
And al) the powers beneath ; 
_ Transported and inspir’d, my tongue 
Attempts his triumph in a song ; 
How has the serpent lost his sting! 
And where’s thy vict’ry, death! 


- But when he shows his hands and heart, 
With those dear prints of dying smart, 
He sets my soul on fire ; 
Not the beloved John could rest 
With more delight upon that breast ; 
Nor Thomas pry into those wounds, 
With more intense desire, 


Dad 


Kindly he opens me his ear, 

And bids me pour my sorrows there, 
And tel] him al! my pains : 

Thus while ! ease my burden’d heart, 

In ev’ry woe he bears a part; 

His arms embrace me, and his hand 
My drooping head sustains. 


HYMN 85. [Sevens. 
The converted Thich 
JESUS CHRIST hath power alone, 
To subdue a heart of stone, 
And the monfent grace is felt, 
Then the hardest heart wil] melt. 


2 When the Lord was crucified, 

Two transgressors with him died ; 

One with vile blasphemous tongue, 

Scoff’d at Jesus as he hung. Hy 


3 Thus he spent his wicked breath, 
fn the very jaws of death, 
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Perish’d as too many do, 
With a Saviour in his view. 


A But the other fouch’d with grace, 
Saw the danger of his case, 

Faith receiv’d to own his Lord, 
Whom the scribes and priests abhor’d. 


5 Lord, he pray’d, temember me, 
When in glory thou ehalt be ; 

‘¢ Soon with mes”? the Lord replies, 
“Thou shalt be in paradise.?? 


6 This was wond’rous grace indeed, 
Grace vouchsaf’d in time of need ; 
Sinners, trust in Jesus’ name, 

You will find him still the same. 


7% But beware of unbelief, 
Think upon the harden’d thief! 
If the gospel you disdain, 
Christ to you has died in vain. 
HYMN 86. [Sevens.] - 
1 prayer at the opening of public worship... 
ORD we come before thee now, _ 
At thy feet we humbly bow, 
O, do not our suit disdain, . 
hall we seek the Lord in vain? 


2 Lord, on thee our souls depend, | 
In compassion now descend, ; t 
Fill our hearts with thy rich grace, | 
Tune our lips to sing thy praise. 


3 In thine own appointed way, 

Now we seek thee, here we stay ; 
Lord, from hence we would uot go, 
Till a blessing thou bestow. 


4 Send some message from thy 
That may joy and peace afford ; 
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t thy spirit now impart,” | 
1] salvation to each keart. 


Comfort those who weep and mourn, 
(the time of joy return; 

ose that are cast down, lift up, 

ike them strong in faith and hope. 


tyrant that all may seek, and find 
ve a gracious God, and kind ; 
al the sick, the captive free, 

t us all rejoice in thee. 


HYMN 87._ [Eights and Sevens.] 

A parting blessing. 

RD, dismiss us with thy blessing, 

‘ill our hearts with joy and peace; 

ius each thy love professing, 

Triumph in redeeming grace, 

O refresh us ! 
‘rav’ling through this wilderness. 


“hanks we give, and adoration. 

‘or thy gospel’s joy fui sound, 

y the fruits of thy salvation, 

n our hearts and lives abound : 
May thy presence __ 

Vith us evermore be found ! 

o whene’er the signal’s given, 

is from earth to call away ; 

ne on angels’, wings to heaven, 

lad to leave cur cumb’rous clay, 
May we ready, 

ise and reign'in endless day. 


HYMN 88. C. M. 
The welcome messenger. 
RD when we see a saint of thine 
ie gasping out his breath, 


8 


~ 
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With longing eyes, and looks divine rel 
Smiling and pleas’d in death. , 


2 How could we e’en contend to lay 
Our limbs upon that bed! 

We ask thine envoy to convey 
Our spirits in his stead. 


3 Our souls are rising on the wing, 
To venture in his place ; ; 

For when grim death has lost his sting, 
He has an angel’s face. 


4 Jesus, then purge my crimes away, 
’Tis guilt creates my fears, 

°Tis guilt gives death its fierce array, 
And all the arms it bears. 


5 Oh! if my threat’ning sins were gone, , 
And death had lost his sting ; ow 

I could invite the angel on, 
And bid him speed his wing. 


6 Away these interposing days. 
And let the lovers meet ; 

The angel hath a cold embrace, 
But kind, and soft, and sweet. 


7 I'd leap at once my seventy years, - 
I’d rush into his arms, ent? 

And Jose my breath and all my cares, ; 
Amidst those heavenly charms. 


8 Joyful I’d lay thit body dowa, 
Aad leave this lifeless clay, 

Without a sigh, without a groan, 
And stretch, and soar away. 


= Go 


HYMN 89, L. M. ; 
The harp hung on the willows. 
MY harp untun’d and laid aside, 
(To cheerful hours the harp belongs) _ 


»~* 
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y cruel foes insulting cry’d, 
me, sing ws one of Zion’s songs. 


Alas! when sinners blindly bold, 

Zion scoff, and Zion’s King ; 

hen zeal decliness and love grows cold, 
it a day for me to sing? 


Time was, whenever the saints I met, 
ith joy and praise my bosom glow’d ; 
if now, like Eli, sad 1 cit, ‘ 

ad tremble for the ark of God. 


While thus to grief my soul gave way, 
» see the work of God decline, 
sthought I heard the Saviour say, 
Jismiss thy fears, the ark is mine. 


“ Though for a timeI hide my face, 
Rely upon my love and power; 

Still wrestle at the throne of grace, 
And wait for a reviving hour. 


‘‘ Take down thy long neglected harp, 
ve seen thy tears, and heard thy pray’r 
The winter season has been sharp, 

But spring shall all its wastes repair.” 


Lord, I obey, my hopes revive, 

yme, join with me, ye saints and sing, 
ir foes in vain against us strive, 

x God will help and healing bring. 


er 

HYMN 90. [Elevens.] 

The heavenly rapture. 
4Y¥ soul’s full of glory which inspires my tongue, 
juld I meet with bright angels I’d sing them a 

song * 

ising of my Jesus, and tell of his charms, 
id beg them to bear me to his loving arms. 


Methinks they’re assembling to hear while I 
fing, 
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Well pleas’d to hear mortals when praising thei 
King: * ; 

O angels! Oangels! my soul’s all on flame, » 

I faint in sweet raptures at Jesus’ dear name. 


3 O Jesus! O Jesus! thou balm of my soul, 

7Twas thee my dear Jesus that made my hear 
whole : 

O bring me to view thee, thou precious swee 
King, ! 

In oceans of glory thy praises to sing. 


4 O heaven! sweet heaven! I long to be there, 
To meet my dear brethren and Jesus all fair : » 
Come ange!s, come angels, I’m ready to fly, _. 
Come quickly, convey me to Christ in the sky.. 


5 Sweet spirits attend me, till Jesus shall core 
Protect and defend me, until I’m call’d home: | 
Though worms my poor body may claim as thei 
aad prey, 

*Twill outshine when rising the sun at noon day 


6 The sun shall be darken’d the moon trun’d t 
blood . 
The mountains shall melt’at the presence of God 
Red lightning shall fash, and loud thunders shal 
roar: < 
All this shall not daunt me on Canaan’s brigh 
shore. A 


7 A glimpse of bright glory o’erpowers my soul 
} faint in sweet raptures to view the bright goal 
My soul while lm singing is ready to go, 
A moment for heaven I’d leave all below. 


3 Farewell, my dear brethren, my Lord bids m: 
come, on , ' 
Farewell, my dear sisters, 'm now going home 
Bright angels do whisper so sweetin my ear, 
Away tomy Saviour my spirit doth bear: 
: : >t pe 


i 


= 
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'm going, I?m going, but what do I see, 
Jesus in glory appears.unto me ; 
going, I’m going, I’m going I’m gone; 
lory! O glory! ’tis done, it isdone. 


HYMN 51. [Six and Sevens. ] 
| Christ’s Crucifixion. 
{US drinks the bitter cup, 

‘he wine press treads alone, 

irs the graves and mountains up, 
sy his expiring groan : 

| the powers of heaven he shakes, 
Jature in’ convulsion lies, 

rth’s profoundest centre quakes, 
‘he great Jehovah dies. 


ies the glorious cause of all, 
‘he true eternal plan 

Is, to raise us from our fall, 
‘o ransom sinful man; 

{l may sol withdraw his light, 
Vith the suff’rer sympathize, 
ve the world in sudden night, 
Vhile his Creator dies. 


) my God he dies for me, 

feel the mortal smart! 

ing him banging on the tree, 

| sight that breaks my heart! 
bat all to thee might turn ; 
inners ye may, love him too, 

9k on him ye pierc’d, and mourn. 
‘or one who bled for you: 


Veep o’er your desire and hope 
Vith tears of humblest love ; 

g, for Jesus is gone up, 

ind reigns enthron?’d above ; 

es our head to die no more, 
-ow’r is all to Jesus given, 
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Worship’d as he was before, 
Th’ immortal King of Hgav?r.. 


HYMN 92. -[Sevens.] 
Christ’s Ascension. 
HAIL the day that sees himrisep 9 
Ravich’d from our wishful eyes; pees 
Christ a while to mortals given 
Re-ascends his native heaven, 
There the pompous triumph waits: 
“Lift your heads, eternal gates! 
‘Wide unfold the radiant scene, 
‘Take the King of glory in!?? 


2 Him though highest heav’n receives, 
Still he loves the earth he leaves; 
Though returning to his throne, 

Still he cals mankind his own; 

Still for us he intercedes, 

Prevalent his death he pleads ; 

Next himself prepares our place, 
Harbinger of human race. 


3 Master (may we eversay) 
Taken from our head to-day, 

See thy faithful servant, see, 

Ever gazing up to thee! 

Grant, though parted from our sight 
High above yon uzure height,— 
Grant our hearts may thither rise, 
Following thee beyond the skies. 


4 Ever upward let us move, 
Wafted on the wings of loves 
Looking when our Lord shall com 
Longing, gasping after home; 
There we shall with thee remain — 
Partners of thine endless reign, 
There thy face unclouded see, 
Find our heaven of heav'nsin thee _ 


~ 


Td . 


~~ i 


ow 
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HYMN 93. [Sevens.] 

For a person under temptation. 
SUS, lover of my soul, 
et me to thy bosom fly, 
ile the nearer waters roll, 
While the tempest still is high ; 
je me,O my Saviour hide, 
Pill the storm of life is past ; 
einto thy haven guide, 
) receive my soul at last! _ 


Yther refuge have I none: 

Jangs my helpless soul on thee— 

ave, ah! leave me not alone, 

3till support and comfort me; 

my trust on thee is stay'd, 

4jl mine help from thee I bring, 

ver my defenceless head 

With the shadow of thy wing. Nie 


Thou, O Christ, art all I want, 
Viore than all in thee I find: 

ise the fallen, cheer the faint, 
Heal the sick and lead the blind; 
st and holy is thy name : 

| am al] unrighteousness! 

e and fullof sin Lam, + Mt 
Thou art full of trath and grace, 


Plenteous grace with thee is found, 
Grace to pardon-all my.sin ; 

t the healing Streams abound, 
Make and keep me pure within : 
ou of life the fountain art, 

Freely let me take of thee ; 


ring thou ep within my heart, 
‘; eternity. 


ee 
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HYMN 94. As the 148th Psa. 
The year of Jubilee. 

BLOW ye the trumpet blow 

The gladly solemn sound : 
Let all the nations know 

To earth’s remotest bound, 
The year of Jubilee is come : 
Retura ye ransom’d sinners home ! 


< The gospel trumpet hear, 
The news of heavenly grace ; 
Ye happy souls draw near, 
Behold your Saviour’s face; 
The year of Jubilee is come, 
teturn to your eternal home ! 


3 Extol the Lamb of God, 
The all-atoning Lamh, ~ at 
Redemption in his blood ; 
Throughout the world proclaim; 
The year of Jubilee is come, 
Return ye ransom'd sinners home, 


HYMN 95 S.M. 
JESUS I fly to thee 
For mercy, pardon, grace : 
Through thee alone poor sinners may 
Approach the Fathers face. 


2 Let thy atoning blood, 
Encourage me to speak ; — : 
That all my wants, O Lamb of God! 
I may to thee relate. 
, ». 
3 I want a sober mind, 
A self-renouncing will; ‘ 
That tramples down, and casts bebin 
The baits of pleasing ill. © 


4 I want a godly fear, 
A quick discerningeye, 


_-_- 


< 


‘o 
or 
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.t looks to thee when sin is near, 
ind sees the tempter fly. 


want a heart to pray, 

"o pray and never cease, 
ver to murmur or repine 
jor wish my suff’rings less. 


Phis blessing above all, 
.lwaysto pray f want ; 
of the deep on thee to call, 
ind uever, never faint. 


want a true regard, 

i single steady aim ; 

t mov’d by threatnings or reward. 
"o own thee and thy name. 


‘want with all my heart ;- 

Thy pleasure to fulfil, 

know myse!f and what thou art‘ 
ind what’s thy perfect will. 


want, I know not what, 
want, my wants to see; 
ant alas! what want I not, 
Vhen Christ is not in me. 


HYMN 96. [Eights and Sevens.| 
e call of the Gospel, &c. Luke xxiv.47. 
) my heralds blow the trumpet, 
sound my gospel all around, 
at dead sinners may be ’waked, 
Tor tohear the joytul sound. us 
t the tidings, let the tidings, let the tidings, 
my grace and love be known. 


Preach repentance to all nations, 

"or remission of their sins, 

that believeth shall be saved, 

Je that don’t believe, is damn’d. 

I’m with you, fo I’m witb you, lo I’m with you, 
ways even to the end. 
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3 To believing, humbled sinners 
Preach my pard’ning grace and love ; 
Tell them, peaceis with my Father, 
In his royal courts above. 
Through the merits, through the merits, throug 
the merits, 
Of their precious Saviour’s blood. 


4 Shew my conquest made by dying, 
Yonder on mount Caly’ry’s hill, 
How I spoil’d the powers of darkness, 
When the law I did fulfil. 
And did triumph, and did triumph, and dig tx 
umph, 2 
O’er the gates of death and hell, 


5 Tell my childven Pye ascended, 
Yo my father, to prepare 
Peaceful mansions, stor’d with blessings, 
Where I am, they shall be there ; 
To enjoy them, te enjoy them, to enjoy them, 
And my kingdom they shall share. 


6 Under sorrows and reproaches, 

May thy love our spirits raise, 
View, the judgment day approaches, 

Sighs shall there be chang’d to praise. — 
At thy coming, at thy coming, at thy coming, 
When the proud-shal] howl and gaze. 


7 O the tokens of thy coming, 
Dearest Lord, we’re glad to see, 
For to call us to thy kingdom, 
Evermore to dwell with thee, 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, - 
Let us praise thesacred Three _ 
rs 


HYMN 97, 8. M. 
The weeping Christian. 

MY soul why sleepest thou ; 
Tell me, from whence arise 


HYMN 98. 9% 


fhose briny tears that often flow, 
Those groans that pierce the skies. 


Doth sin cause thy complaints, 
Or the chastising rod, 

Jost thou an evil heart lament, 

, And mourn an absent God 2 


3 Lord let me weep for sin, 

-) And after none but thee, 

And then I would, O that I might 
A constant weeper be. 


i Did Christ o’er sinners weep, 
And shal! my cheeks be dry? 

et floods of penitential grief, 
Burst from my weeping eye. 


} The sonof God in tears, 
Angels with wonder see, 

3e thou astonish’d O my soul, 
He shed those tears for thee. 


5 He wept that you might weep, 
Each sin demands a tear : 

in heav’n alone no sin is found, 
And there’s no weeping there. 


Y To the eternal Three, 
In will and essence One, 
Be universal homage paid, 
Co-equal honors done. 
« 


HYMN 98. L.M. 
On the hardaess of the heart. 
O FOR a glance of heavenly day, 
To take the stubborn stone away ; 
And thaw with beams of love divine, 
This heart, this frozen heart of mine. 


2 The rocks can rend, the earth can quake, 
The sea canroar, the mountains shake ; 
6 


| 
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Of feeling, all things shew some sign, 
But this unfeeling heart of mine. 


3 Thy judgment too unmov’d I hear, 
(Amazing thought) which devils fear ; 
Goodness and wrath in vain combine, 
To stir this stupid heart of mine, 


4 To hear the sorrow thou has felt, 
Dear Lord an adamant would melt, 
But [can read €ach moving line, 
And nothing move this heart of mine. 


5 But something yet can do the deed, 


_ And that dear something much! need ; 


Thy spirit can from dross refine, 
And move and melt this heart of mine. 


HYMN 99. ©. M. 


The goodness of God. Nahum i. 7 


YE bumble souls approach your God, 
With songs of sacred praise, 


_ For he is good, immensely good, 


And kind are all his ways, 


2 All nature owns his guardian care, 
In him we live and MOVE ; 

But nobler benefits declare, 
The wonders of his love, 


3 Me gave his Son, his only Son, 


To ransom rebel worms; 
"Tis here he makes his goodness known, 
In its diviner forms. : 


4 To this dear refuge, Lord, we come, 
°Tis here our hope relies ; 

A safe defence, a peaceful home, 
When storms of trouble rise, 


5 Thine eye beholds with kind regard, 


The souls who trust in thee; _ ae 
= > 


urmn 100. 99 


Their humble hope thou wilt reward, 
With bliss divinely free. 


6 Great God, to tby almighty love, 
Whathonors shall we raise? 

Not all the raptur’d songs above 
Can render equal praise. 


HYMN 100. L.M. 
The loving kindness of the Lord. Isa. 
Txiii.:7 
/ AWAKE my soul, in joyful lays, 
And sing thy great redeemer’s praise, 
He justly claims asong from me, 
His loving kindness, O how free! 


2 He saw me ruin’d in the fall, 
Yet lov’d me notwithstanding all 5 
He sav’d me from my lost estate, 
His loving kindaess, O how great! 


3 Though numerous hosts of mighty foes, 
Tboagh earth and hell my way oppose, 
He safely leads my soul along, 

His loving kindness, O how strong! 


4 When trouble like a gloomy cloud, 
Has gather’d thick, and thunder’d loud, 
He near my soul has always stood, 

His loving kindness, O how good! 


5 Often] fee] my sinful heart, 

Prone from my Jesus to depart; 
But though I’ve often him forgot, a 
His loving kindness changes not. 


6 Soon I shall pass the gloomy vale, 
Soon all my morta! powers must fails 
Oh! may my last expiring breath 
His loving kindness sing in death. 


7 Then let me mount and soar away, 
To the bright world of endlevs day ; 


ago 
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And sing with rapture and surprize, 
His loving kindness in the skies. 


HYMN 101. C.M. 
The Traveller’s Psalm. 
HOW are thy servants blest, O Lord, 
How sure is their defence! 
Eternal wisdom is their guide, 
Their help Omnipotence, 


2 In foreign realms and Jands remotes 
Supported by thy care, 

Through burning climes they pass unhurt, 
And breathe in tainted air. 


3 When by the dreadful tempest borne. 
-High on the broken wave, 

They “know thou art notslow to hear, 
Nor impotent to save. ¥ 


4 The storm is laid, the winds retire, . 
Obedient to thy will: dl 
The sea that roars at thy command, 
At thy command is still. 


5 In ’midst of dangers, fears and death, 
Thy goodness we7ll adore ; 

We'll praise thee for thy mercies past, 
And humbly hope for more. 


6 Our life, while thou preserv’st that lit, 
Thy sacrifice shall be ; 

And death, when death shall be our lot; 
Shall join our souls to thee. 

ud 


ae 


HYMN 102. C, M. 
The excellency snd sufficiency of the Holy 
Scriptures. 
PATHER of mercies. in thy word, 
What endless glory shines ! 
Por ever be thy name’ador’d es 
For these celestial lines. 
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2 Here may the wretched sons of want, 
Exhaustless riches find 

Riches above what earth can grant, 
And lasting as the mind. 


3 Here the fair tree. of knowledge grows, 
And yields a free repast, 

Sublimer sweets than nature knows 
Invite tbe longing taste. 


A Here the Redeemer’s welcome voice; 
Spreads heavenly peace around ; 
And life and everlasting joys, 
: Attend the blissful sound. 


50 may these heavenly pages be 
My ever dear delight ; 


» And still new beauties may I see, 


* 


And still increasing light ! 
b x il 
6 Divine instrifctor, gracious Lord, 
Be thou (or ever near, 
Teach me to Jove thy sacred word, 
And view my Saviour there. 


HYMN 103. L.M. 
The gospel of Christ. 
GOD, in the gospel of his Son, 
Makes his eternal counsels known ; 
Tis here his richest mercy shines, 
And truth is drawn in fairest lines, 


2 Here sfnners of an humble frame 

May taste his grace, and learn his name 5 
?Tis writ in characters of blood 

Severely just, immensely good. 


3 Here Jesus inten thousand ways, 

Pis soul attracting charms displays, 
Recounts his poverty and pains, eg 
And tells his love in melting strains, a 
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. . 


4 Wisdom its dictates here imparts, 
‘To form our minds, to cheer our hearts ; 
Its influence makes the sinner live, 

it bids the drooping saints revive. 


5 Our raging passions it controls, 

And comfort yields to contrite souls ; 
It brings a better world in view, 

And guides us all our journey through. 


5 May this blest volume ever lie 
Ciose to my heart, and near my eye, 


Till life’s !ast hour my soul engage, oP: 2 
And be my chosen heritage ! ey Rasy. 
+ as. 


HYMN 104. L. Mz Se Gee 


__ Jesus has done all things well. 
__NOW in a song of grateful praise, FE 0 
fo my dear Lord my voice Ill raise, a 7s 
Vith‘all the saints Pll join to tell, = 


Wy -Jesus hath done ali things well. a 


All worlds his glorious power confess, 
Lis wisdom, all his works express : 
ut O ! his love, what tongue can tell ? 
y Jesus hath done all things well. 


How sov’reign, merciful and free, 
Tas been his love to siaful me ? 
e pluck’d me from the jaws of hell; 
Jy Jesus hath done all things well. 


I spucn’d his grace, I broke bis laws, 
nd then he undertook my cause, 

o save me, though I did rebel; 

y Jesus hath done al things well. 


And since my soul hath known his love, 
hat wonders hath he made me prove ? 
ercy which doth all praise excel ; 
y Jesus hath done all things well. - 


ae 


HymN 104. 103 


6 Whene’er my Saviour and my God, 
Doth on me lay his chast’ning rod, 

{ know by what hath me befel, 

My Jesus hath done all things weil. 


4 Though many a flaming fiery dart, 
The tempter levels at my heart ; 
With this [ afl their rage repel ; 

My Jesus hath done all things well. 


8 Sometimes the Lord his face doth hide, 
To make me pray, or kill my pride, 

Yet on my heart it still doth dweil, 

My Jesus hath done all things well. 


9 Soon! shail pa.s this veil of death, 
And in his arms resign my breath ; 

_ Yet then my happy soul shall tell 

' My Jesus hath done all things well. 


HYMN 155. [Fives and Elevens.} 
ony The happy saint. 
O TELL me no more 
Of this world’s vain store, 
The time for such trifles with me now is o'er. 


2 A country I’ve found, 
Where true joys abound ; 
To dwell I’m determin’d on this happy ground. 


3 The souls that believe, 
la paradise live, 
And me in*that number will Jesus receive. 


4 My soul don’t delay, 
He calls thee away, 
Rise, follow the Saviour, and bless the glad day, 


5 No mortal doth know 
What he can bestow, 
What light, strength and comfort, go after him, 
£0... * 
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6 Lo onward I move wi 22 
To a country above, 
None knowing how wond’rous my journey will 
prove. 


7 Great spoils I shall win 
From death, hell, and sin, 
*Midst outward afflictions shall! fee) Christ within. 


8 And when I’m ¢> die, 
Receive me I?ll ery, 
For Jesus doth love me, I cannot tell why. 
9 But this I do find. 
We two are so join?d, 
He’! not live in glory and leave me behind. 


‘ 


10 So this is the race, 
I’m running through grace, 
Henceforth till admitted to see od Lord’s face. 


- 
‘ 


ti And now ‘tis my care, 
My neighbors may share we 
These blessings; to seek them will none ‘of ‘you 
dare? 


12 In bondage, O why, Ewa 
.And death will you lie, . } 
When one here assures you free grace is so nigh. 
; 
HYMN 106. Gy M. ink 
Between hope and fear. 
© that I knew. it were the ye : 
My soul was born of God, : 
And find myself among that race, 
Wash’d in a Saviour’s blood. 


2 The time has been I thought I segeionl : 
‘The bless’d Redeemer’s yoice ; ; 
I thought! lost my burden too, 

And felt my heart rejoice. 
- - 
: wv 


al 
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3 1 thought my will was then resign’d 
To the Redeemer’s ways, 

And felt my inmost soul inclin’d 
To tell the world his grace. 


4 But O! too soon the scene was turn’d, 
[lost the pleasing view ; 

I lost that sweetness once I found, 
Lost earthly pleasures too. 


5 And ah! ifhe was once my friend, 
Could I his presence leave ? 

Why can I not on him depend? 
Why can I not believe ? 


6 This makes me doubt my case the more, 
Because if he were mine, 

1 think these clouds would soon be o’er, 
And heav’n around me shine. 

47 O Jesus, wilt thou now appear 
With thine almighty arm 5 

These clouds expel, my standing clear, 
And show me what I am. 


HYMN 107. [Eights and Sevens.] 


105 


Longing for the spread of the Gospeb 


ER the gloomy hills of darkness, 
Look, my soul, be still, and gaze, 
All the promises do travail 
With a glorious day of grace: 
Blested jubilee 
Let thy glorious morning dawa. 


2 Let the heathen, through creation, 
Let the rude barbarian see, 
That divine and glorious conquest, 
Once obtain’d on Calvary ; 
Let the gospel 
Jaoud resound from Lo to pole: 
3 
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3 Kingdoms wide that sit-in darkness, 
Grant them, Lord, the glorious light, 
. And from eastern coast, to western, 
May the morning chase the night, 
And redemption 
Freely purchas’d, win the day. 


4 May the glorious day approaching, 
From eternal darkness dawn, 
And the everlasting gospel, 
Spread abroad thy holy name 
All the borders 
Of the great Immanuel’s land. 


3 Fly abroad, thou mighty gospel, 
Win and conquer, never cease ; 
May thy lasting wide dominions 
- Multiply and still increase ; 
Sway thy sceptre, 
Saviour, all the world around. 


HYMN 108. C, M. 
Anthem of harmony. 
OUR souls, by love, together knit, 
Cemented, mix’d in one; ~ 
One hope, one heart, one minds one voice, 
? Tis heaven on earth begun. ‘ 
Our hearts did burn while Jesus spake, 
And glow’d withsacred fire, ~ 
We stop’d and talk?d, and fed, and bless’, 
Then fiil'd th’ enlarg’d desire. ' 


Chorus. 
The Savionr, let creationsing, 
A Saviour, Jet the heavens ring, - 
Tis God with us, we feel him ours, 
His fulness in our souls he pours; 
?Tis almost done, *tisalmost o’er : ; 
We'll join with those who've gone before, 
We then shall meet to part no more, 
We then shall meet to partno more. 
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2 We're soldiers fighting for our God, 
Let trembling cowards fly ; 
We'll stand unshaken, firm and fix’d, 
) With Christ to live and die. 
Let-devils rage, and hell assail, 
We'll fight our passage through, 
, Let foes unite, and friends desert, 
We'llseize the crown in view. 
The Saviour, &c. 


5 The little cloud increases still, 

| The heavens are big with rain, 

We wait to catch the teeming shower, 
And allits moisture drain, 

A rill, a stream, a torrent flows, 
And pours the mighty flood ; 

O sweep the nations, shake the earth, 
Till all proclaim thee God. 

The Saviour, &c. 


4 And when thou mak’st thy jewels up, 
And set’st thy starry crown, . 
Whenall thy sparkling gems-shall shiue, 
Proclaim’d by thee thine own ; 
May we, a little band of love, 
We, sinners, sav’d by grace, 
From glory unto glory chang’d, 
Behold thee face to face. 
The Saviour, &c. 


HYNEN 109. [Sevens and Sixes. | 
Universal Praise. 

PRAISE the Lord, who reigns above, 

And keeps his couris below, 
Praise the holy God of love, 

And all his greatness show ; 
Praise him, for his noble deeds, 
Praise him, for his matchléss power ; 
Him from whom all good proceeds, 

Let heayen and earth adore. 
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= Publish, spread to all around, — 
The great Immanuel’s name, 

Let the trumpets’ martial sound, 
Him Lord of hosts proclaim : 

Praise him every tuneful strmg, 

All the reach of heavenly art, » 

All the powers of music bring, 
The music of the heart. 


3 Him, in whom they move and live, 
Let ev’ry creature sing, 
Glory to their Maker give, 
And homage to their King: 
Hallow’d be his name beneath, 
As in heaven on earth ador’d, 
Praise the Lordin er’ry breatii ; 
Let all things praise the Lord. 


HYMN 110. P.M. 
Warning to Youth. 
REMEMBER, robust youth, you must die : 
Who hate the ways of truth, 
And in your pleasures boast ; you must die. 


2 Uncertain are your days, Here below; 
For God hath many ways 
To bring you to your graves, here below. 


3 Pale death, dread terrors’ king you must meet, 
When he his warrant brings, 
You must resign to him; you must meet. 


4 To a dreadful Judgement day, you are bound ; 
Be your thoughts whate’er they may, 

Nor can you it delay—you are bound. 

5 Then according to your works you'll be judg’d ; 
In which you’ve took delight, i 

Which God ‘will bring to light ; you'll be judg’d. 


6 If you repent tis well, and believe ; 


~ 


oo 
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Itruly to you tell, | 
With youit shall be well ; come, believe. 


7 But if you travel down, the broad road ; 
In darkness you'll be bound ; 
Eternity around, you'll be lost. 


@ Then, O my friends, don’t you, I entreat, 
In carnal mirth below 
Your immortal souls undo, I entreat. 


9 The God that built the sky, the great IAM; 
Hath said, and cannot Jie, 
Impenitents shall die, and be damn’d, 


- 10 Then to this Saviour flee, escape for life, 
Lest death eternal be 
Your awful destiny ; escape for life. 


- 


HYMN Ill. 

_ The last Judgment. 
DAY of judgment, day of wonders-— 
Hark! the trumpet’s awful sound 
Louder than ten thousand thunders, 
Shakes the vast creation round ! 

How the summons 

Will the sinner’s heart confound. 


2 See th’ eternal Judge descending 
Seated on his father’s throne ; 
Now poor sioner Christ will shew thee 
That he is the eternal Son. 

Trumpets call thee ; 
Stand and hear thine awful doom. 


3 See the Judge our nature wearing, 

Cloth’d in majesty divioe ; 

You who long for his appearing, 

Then shall say ‘¢ this God is mine ! 
“ Gracious Saviour 

s¢ Own me on that day for thine.” 
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4 At his call the dead awaken, 

Rise to life from earth and sea ; 

See the pow?rs of nature shaken, 

At his looks prepare to flee ; 
Careless sinner — 

What will then become of thee. 


} 


5 Satan who now strives to please yor, 

He'll your timely warning take, 

In that awful day hell seize you, 

Plunge you in the burning lake. 
Think poor sinners 

Thy eternal all’s at stake. 


6 But to those who have confessed, 
Lov’d and serv’d the Lord. below, 
He willsay * come near ye blessed 
“ Taste the blessings? bestow : 

“¢ You forever 
Shall my-love and glory know.” 


HYMN 112. [37th Metre.] 
Jesus’s death and glorious dignity. 
SEE the Lord of glory dying; 
See him gasping, hear him crying, 
See his burden’d bosom heave ; 
Look, ye sinners, ye who hung him, 
Look, how deep your sins have stung him ; 
Dying sinners, look and live. 


2 See the rocks and mountains shaking, 
Earth unto her centre quaking, 
_ Nature’s groans awake the dead ; 
Look on Pheebus, struck with wonder, 
While the peals of legal thunder 

Smite the blest Redeemer’s head. 


3 Heaven's bright melodious legions, 
Chanting to the tuneful regions, 

_ Cease to trill the quiv’ring string : 

: ete des soe: 

+ ’ a ~ 
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Songs seraphic ail suspended, 
Till the mighty war is ended 
By the all-victorious King. 


4 Hell, and all the powers infernal, 
Vanquish’d by the King eternal, 
When he pour’d the vital flood ! 
By his groans, which shook creation ; 
Lo! we sound the proclamation, 
'.% Peace and pardon through his blood.*’ 


5 Shout, ye saints, with admiration ; 

Fill with songs the wide creation, 
Since he’s risen from the grave: 

Shout with joy and acclamation, 

To the Rock of your salvation, 
Who alone hath power to save. 


& Bear with patience tribulation, 
Overcoming all temptation, 
Till the glorious jubilee ; 
Soon he'll cdme with bursts of thunder, 
Then shall we adore and wonder, 
Singing on the highest key. 


7 See the blissful scene before us ; 
Join the universal chorus ; 

Bid the flowing numbers rise ? 
Songs immortal sweetly sounding, 
Notes angelic loud rebounding, 

Trembling round the vocal skies, 


HYMN 113. 12th M. 
The christian’s looking-glass. 
1 COME, all ye mourning pilgrims, — 
Who feel your need of Christ, 
Surrounded by temptation, 
And by the world despised; 
Attend to what I tell you, 
My exercise ’}] shows 
And then you may inform me 
If it’s been so with you. 


thh 
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2 Long time I liv’d in darkness, 
Nor saw my dismal state; 
And when I was awaken’d, 

I thought it was too fate: 

A lost and helpless sinner, 
Myself I plainly saw, 
Expos’d to God’s displeasure, 
Condemned by the Jaw... 


3 1 thought the brate creation 
Were happier than [; 
I spent my days in anguish, 
And no relief could epy ; 
Through deep distress and sorrow 
My Saviour led me on, 
Then show’d his love unto me 
When all my hope was gone, © 


4 But when I was deliver’d, 
I scarcely could believe 
To think so vile a sinner 
A pardon could receive : 
And when the solemn praises 
Were flowing from my tongue, 
Yet fears were often rising, 
That I might still be wrong, 


5 But when these fears were banished, 
My tears began to flow, 
To think so vile a sinner . 
Should be beloved so. 
I thought my trials over, 
And my troubles gone, 
That peace, aud joy, and pleasure 
Would be my lot alone. 


6 But soon! found a warfare 
Which often brings me low, 
The world, the flesh, and satan, 
They do beset me so 5 
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Can ohe that is a christian 
Have such a heart as mine? 
J fear I never felt the 
Effects of love divine. 


And when I see young converts 
How swiftly they goon, — 


) How shining their experience, 


They witness like the sun; 


‘How bold they speals for Jesus, 


How dearly love his name, 
Though they are my delight, yet 
‘They put my soul to shame. 


I find I’m Often backward 


’To do my Master’s will, 


-. Or else I want the glory 


' Of what I do but ill; 


In duty 1 am weak, and 
Alas ! I often find ; 
A hard deceitful heart, and 
A wretched wand’ring mind. 


Sure others do not feel what 
Is often felt by me, 

Such trials and temptations 

Perhaps they never see ; 

Wor I’m the chief of sinners, 
I freely own like Paul, 

And if f ama christian, 

I am the least of all. 


10 And now { have related 


The. trials I have seen, 

Perhaps my brethren know what 
Such sore temptations mean ; 
I’ve told you of my conficts, 
Believe me for ’tis true, 

And now you may inform me 

1f it’s been so with you, 


te 
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HYMN 114 [Sevens.] 
““Turn—why will you die.” 
SINVERS, turn, why will ye die? 
God, your Maker asks you why : 
God who did your being give, 
Capable with him to live; 
Tle the fatal cause demands, 
Asks the work of his own hands ; 
Why ye thankless creatures, why, 
Will you cross his love and die 2 


2 Sinners, turn, why will ye die? 
God, your Saviour, asks you why ; 
Bids you in his word believe, 
Died himself that you might live. 
Will you let him die in vain ? 
Crucify your Lord again? 

| Why, ye ruined sinners, why, 
Will you slight his grace, and die ? 


3 Sinners, turn, why will yedie? ‘ 
God, the spirit, asks you why: 

Ife who all your lives has strove, 

Woos you to embrace his love : 

Will you not the grace receive ? 

Will you still refuse to live ? 

Why, ye long sought sinners, why, 

Will you grieve your God, and die? 


5 Dead, already dead within, 
Spirilually dead in sia ; : 
Dead to God, while here you breathe ; 
Pant you after second death? 
Wiil you still in sin remain, 

Greedy of eternal pain? 

O, ye dying sinners, whys 

Why will you for ever die ? 


HYMN 115. ©. M. a 
___ “0 that I were-as in months past.” 
SWEET was the time when first [ felt —~ _ 
~ 


HYMN 116, jis 


4 Saviour’s pard’ning blood 
ply’d, to cleanse my soul from guilt, 
And bring me home to God. 


soon as the morn the light reveal’d, 
dis praises tun’d my tongue ; 

d when the evening shades prevail’d, 
His love was all my song. 


n vain the tempter spread his wiles, 
he world no more could charm ; 
v’d upon my Saviour’s smiles, 

And lean’d upon his arm. 


n prayer my soul drew near the Lord, 
saw bis glory shine : 

when I read bis holy word, 

-call’d each promise mine, 


Then to his saints I often spoke, 
Of what his iove had done ; 

t now my ‘heart is almost broke, 
for allmy joys are gone, 


Now when the evening shade prevails, : 
My soul in darkness mourns ; 
d when the morn the light reveals, 
No light to me returns. 
My prayers are now a chatt’ring noise, 
For Jesus hides his face ; 
rad, the promise meets mine eyes, 
But will notreach my case. 
Now satan threatens to prevail, 
And make my soul his prey ; 
t, Lord, thy mercies cannot fail, 
2 come without delay. 
HYMN 116. C.M. F 
The gospel worthy of «ll acceptation. 
1. Tim. | 15. 
SUS, th’ eternal Son of God, 
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ee 
Whom Seraphims obey, * eas 

The bosom of the Father leaves, 
And enters human clay. rf 


2 Into our sinful world he comes, 
The messenger of grace, * 
And on the bloody tree expires, 
A victim in our place. * 


3 Transgreesors of the deepest stain 
In bim salvation find : 

His blood removes the foulest guilt, 
His spirit heals the mind. ie 


4 Our Jesus saves from sin and hell, 
His words are true and sure, 

And on this rock our faith may rest 
Immoveable, secure, 5 


5 O let these tidings be received 
With universal joy, — 

And let the high angelic praise 
Our tuneful powers employ ! 


6 “Glory to God who gave his Son 
“To bear our shame and pain: 

“Hence peace on earth, and zrace to men, 
“In endless blessings reign.”? 


HYMN 117. C.M. : 
Support in God’s Covenant under troub 
2Sam. xxiii. 5 
MY God, the cov’nant of thy love 
Abides for ever sure, 
And in its matchless grace I feel 
My happiness secure. 


2 What though my house be not with thee, 
As nature could desire 2 ; 

To nobler joys than nature gives, ; . 
Thy servants all aspire, ( c 


‘= 


ee 
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‘ince thou the everlasting God, 
Ty Father art become; __ 
us my guardian and my friend, 
1nd heaven my final home. 


welcome all thy sov’reign wills 
“orall that will is love : 
4) when I know not what thou dost» 
jai the light above. ; 
Thy cov’naat the last accent claims 
Of, this poor faultering tongue ; 
d {hat shall the first notes employ, 
Of my celestial song. 


as HYMN 118, L.M. 
It is finished. —Jobn xix. 30. 
“LIS finish’d. so the Saviour cry’d, 

id meekly bow’d his head and died, 
‘is finish’*d—yes, the race is run, 

1e battle fought, the vict’ry won. 


Tis finish’d—all that heaven decreed, 
id all the ancient prophets said 

now fulfill’d as was design’d, 

me the Saviour of mankind. 


*Tis finish’d—Aaron now no more 
just stain his rebes with purple gore : 
he sacred veil is rent in twain, 

ad Jewish rites no more remain. 

’Tis finish’d—this my dying groan 
nall sins.of every kind atone : 

lillions shall be redeem’d from death, 
y this my last expiring breath. 


’Tis finish’d—heaven ts reconcil’d, 


ind ali the powers u® darkness spoil’d : 


eace, love, and happiness again 
veturn and dwell with sinful men. 
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6 Tis finish’d—let the joyful se und ’ 
Be heard through all the nations round; — 
Tis finish’d—let ithe echo fly 
Through heaven and hell, through e: rt b and sk 
a, rE 
HYMN 119. -C.M. *- 
Keep close to Jesus and be safe from harn 
As when the child secure’of harms, cee 
Hangs at the mother’s breast; 
Safe folded in her anxious arms, i 


Receiving food and rest. 7A 


2 And while through many alpibifel path, 4 
The trav’ling parent speeds ; Ponte Se 

The feariess babe with passive faith, v 
Lies still and yet proceeds, | 


3 Should some short starthis quiet break, = 
He fondly sirives to fling 

His little arms about her neck, ’ 
And seems to closer cling, ' 


4 Poor child, paternal love alone, 
Freserves thee first and last ; 

Thy parent’s arms and not thy own, 
Are those that hold thee fast. 


5 So souls that would to Jesus press, 
And hear his secret call ; 

Must ev’ry fair pretension leave, 
And lei the Lord be all. 


6 Keep close to me thou helpless sheep, 
The Shepherd softly cries ; 

Lord tell me what 7tis close to keep, 
The list’ning sheep replies, 

7 Thy whole dependence on me fix, 
Nor entertain a thought, 

Thy worthless schemes with mine to mix, 
But venture to be nought, ; 
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ond self-direction is a shelf, 
Thy strength thy wisdom flee ; 
hen thou art nothing in thyself, 
‘Phen thou art close to me. 


; HYMN 120. L. M. 
|, The superlative love of a Redeemer. 
JME let me love, or is my mind 
Fard’ned to stone or. froze to ice ; 
‘aw the blessed fair one bend, 
And stoop t? embrace me from the skies. 


tisa thought would melt a rock, 
va make a heart of iron move, 

nat those sweet lips, that heav’nly look, 
Should seek and wish a mortal’s love. 


1 was a traitor doom’d to fire, 

Bound to sustain eternal pain ; 

2 flew on, wings of strong desire 
Assum?d my guilt and took my chain. 


Did ever pity stoop so low, 
Dress’d in divinity and blood ? 
Yas ever rebels courted so, 

With groans of an expiring God? 


Amazing grace, Almighty charms, ss 
Stand in amaze ye whirling skies ; 

esus the God with naked arms; 
Hangs on across of love and dies. 


Sure I must love, or are my ears 
Still deaf, nor will my passions move, 
line eyes shall meli away to tears ; 
This heart shall yield to death or love. 


| HYMN 121. C. M. 
‘The presence of God worth dying for. 
ORD ’tis an infinite delight, 

To see thy lovely face ; 


120 HYMN 121. > 
To dwell whole ages in thy sight, 


And feel thy vital rays. 


2 Thy way is to the upright strength, 
Lord make it sotome, ~ » # > 

That never tiring with the length, y 
My soul may reach to thee. we 


3 Now let me rise and join their song, 
And be an angel too ; 

My heart, my hand. my ear, my tongue, 
Here’s joytul work for you, 


4 I would begin the music here, _ 
And so my soul should rise ; ; 

Ob for some heav’nly notes to bear 
My spirit to the skies. 


' 5 There ye that love my Saviour sit, 
There I would fain have place, 

Amongst your thrones, or at your feet, 
Sol might seehis face. 


6 O may my humble spirit stand, 
Amongst them cloth’din white ; 

The meanest place at God's right hand, 
Is infinite delight. 


7 Then shall our love and joy be full, 
And feel a warmer flame ; : 
And sweeter voices tune the song 
Of Moses and the Lamb. 


§ Jesus the Lord their harps employ, 
Jesus my love they sing, 

Jesus the name of all my joys, 
Sounds sweet on every string. 


9 O may I bear some humble part, 
In that immortal song ; 
Wonder and joy shall tune my heart — 
And love command my tongue, 
re - 


~ 


m 
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HYMN 122 [Fives and Sixes. } 


3EGONE unbelief, 
My Saviour is near, 
And for my relief, 
Wil surely appear. 
3y pray’r let me wrestle, 
And he will perform, 
With Christ in the vessel, 
I smile at the storm. 


3 Though dark be my way, 
Since he is my suide, 
‘Tis mine toobey - 
°Tis his to provide. ; 
Though cisterns be kroken, 
_.And creatures all fail, 
she word he has spoken, 
Will surely prevail). 


3 His love in time past, 
Forbids me to think, 
Hell ledve me at last, 
In trouble to sink : 
Hach sweet Ebenezer 
Il have in review, 
Confirms his good pleasure, 
To help me quite through. 


4 Determin’d to save, 
He watch’d o’er my path, 
When satan’s blind slave, 
1 sported with death. 
And can he have taught me 
To trust in his name, 
And thus far bave brought me, 
To put me to shame ? 


5 Why should 1 complain 
| Of want or distress, 
Temptations or pain, 

He told me no ae 
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The heirs of salvation, 
I know from his word, 
Through much tribulations 
Must follow their Lord. 


6 How bitterthat cup — 

No heartcan conceive, 
Which he drank quite up, 

That sinners might live. 
His way was much rougher, 
_.-And darker than mine, 
Did Jesus thus suffer, 

And shall | repine ? 


6 Since all that I meet, 

Shall work for my good, 
The bitter is sweet, 

The med’cine is food. 
Though painful at present, 
_ ?T will cease before long, 
And then, Ob how pleasant 

The conqueror’s song. 


HYMN 123. L. M. 


Saints welcome to heaven, their home. 


COME we that love the Lord indeed, 
Who are from sin and bondage freed ; 
Submit to all the ways of God, 

And walk this narrow bappy road. 


2 Great tribulation you shall meet, 

But soon shali walk the golden street, _ 
Though hell may rage and vent her spite, 
Yet Christ will save his heart’s delight. 


3 The happy day willsoon appear, 

When Gabriel’s trumpet you shall hear, 
ound through the earth, yea down to hell, 
To call the nations great and small. 


4, Behold the skies in burning flames, 
The trumpet louder still p claims 5 = 
: ~ 


* 
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The world must hear and know their doom 
The separation now is come. 


5 Behold the righteous marching home, 
Ahd ali the angels bid them come ; 

Whilst Christ the judge their joy proclaims, 
Here comes my saints, | own their names. 


6 Ye everlasting doors fly wide, 

Make room for to receive my bride ; 
Ye harps of heaven come sound aloud, 
Here comes the purchase of my blood. 


i 


7 tn grandeur see the royal lines 
Whose glitt’ring robes the sun outshine ; 
3ee saints and angels join in one, 
And march in splendor round tlie throne. 


® They stand in wonder and look on, 
And join in one eternal song ; 

Their great Redeemer to admire, 
‘While rapture sets their hearts on fire. 


HYMN 124, L. M. 
The Shepherd’s care. — 
JESUS my pasture shall prepare, 
And feed me with a shepherd’s care 3 
His presence will my wants supply, 
And guard me with a watchful eye. 


2 My noon-day walks he shall attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend ; 
When in the sultry glebe 1 faint, 

Or on the thirsty mountain pant. 


3 To fertile vales and dewy meads, 
My weary wand’ring steps he leads, 
Where peaceful rivers ecft and slow, 
Amid the yerdant landscape flow. 


4 Though in the paths of death J tread, 
With gloomy horrors overspread ; 
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My steadfast heart shall fear no ill, 
For thou, O Lord, art with me still. 


5 Thy friendly staff shall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreary shade ; 
Though in a bare and rugged way, 
Through devious lonely wilds I stray. 


6 Thy bounty shall my pains beguile, 
The barren wilderness shall smile; 

With sudden greens and herbage crown’d, 
And streams shall murmur all around. 


HYMN 125. C. M. 
The conflict. 
AHL! me, my heart’s the seatof war, 
Two armies there appear; 
Satan has drawn his forces up, 
My God, my strength, draw near. 


2 The flesh and spirit do contend, 
For this weak soul of mine; 

Two worlds in competion stand, 
Lord, save me, lam thine. 


3 The soul upon the wing of faith, 
Strews triumphs in the way ; 

But straight a guilty thought breaks in, 
And mingles night with day. 

4, My evidences should be clear, 
But ah ! the blots of sin 

Turn cheering hopes to sad’ning fear, 
And make black doubts within. 


5 The laws of sin and grace will jar, 


Both dwelling in one room ; 


The saints expect perpetual war, 
Till they are sent for home. 


6 Although these-combats make you fear, 
They should not cast you down; — 


> 
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Gon will give grave to hold out here, 
And glory for a crown. 


HYMN 126. [Elevens and Nines.] 
The Paradox. 
HOW strange is the course that a Christian must . 
steer, 
- How perplex’d is the path he must tread? 
The hope of his happiness rises from fear, 
And his life he receives from the dead. 


2 His fairest pretensions must wholly be wav’d, 
And his best resolutions be cross’d ; 

Nor can he expect to be perfectly sav’d, 
Till he finds himself utterly lost. 


& When all this is done and his heart is assur’d, 
Of the total remission of sins ; ; 
When Lis pardon is seal’d, and his peace is pro- 
-cur’d, 
From that moment his conflict begins. 


HYMN 127. C.M. 
The joys of Heaven, 
COME Lord, and warm each languid heart, 
Inspire each lifeless tongue ; 
And Jet the joys of heaveu impart, 
Their influence to our song. 


2 Sorrow and pain and every care, 
And discord, there shall cease ; 

And perfect joy and love sincere 
Adorn the realms of peace. 


4 The soul from sin for ever free, 
Shall mourn its power no more ; 

But cloth’d in spotless purity, 
Redeeming love adore. 


4 There on a throne (how dazzling bright,) 
Th? exalted Saviour shines, 
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And beams ineffable delight 
On all the heavenly minds. 


5 There shall the followers of the Lamb 
Join in immortal songs ; 

And endless honors of his name 
Employ their tuneful tongues. 


6 Lord, tune our hearts to praise and love, 
Our feeble notes inspire ; 

Till in thy blissful courts above, 
We join the angelic choir. 


HYMN 128. L. M, 
The worship of Heaven. 
O FOR a sweet inspiring ray, 
To animate our feeble strains, 
From the bright realms of endless day, 
The blissful realms where Jesus reigns? 


2 There, low before his glorious throne, 
Adoring saints and angels fall; — 

And with delighted worship own 
His smile, their bliss, their heaven, their all. 


3 Immortal glories crown his head, 
While tuneful hallelujabs rise, 

And love, and joy, and triumph spread 
Through all th? assemblies of the skies. 


4 He smiles, and seraphs tune their songs 
To boundless rapture when they gaze ; 

Ten thousand thousand joyful tongyes 
Resound his everlasting praise, 


5 There all the favourites of the Lamb, 
Shall join at last the heavenly choir ; 
O may the joy inspiring theme 
Awake our faith and warm desire ! 


§ Dear Saviour, let thy spiritseal — 
Our interest in.that blissful place 3, DA 


} 
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~ 
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Till death remove this mortal veil; 
And we behold thy lovely face. 


HYMN 129. C.M. 
Victory over death through Christ, 
WHEN death appears before my sight, 
In all his dire array, 
Unequal to the dreadful fight, 
| My courage dies away. 


2 But see my gloirous leader nigh ‘ 
| My Lord, my Saviour lives ; 
Before him death’s pale terrors Ay, 
And ‘my faint heart revives. 


3 He left his dazzling throne above, 
He met the tyrant’s dart : 

And (O! amazing power of love;) 
Receiv’d it in his heart; 


4-No more, O grim destroyer, boast 
Thy universal sway ; 

To heaven born souls thy sting is lost, 
Thy night, the gates of day. 


5 Lord, I commit my soul to thee, 
Accept the sacred trust, 

Receive this nobler part of me, 
And watch my sleeping dust ; 


6 Till that illustrious morning come, 
When all thy saints shall rise, 

And cloth’d ih full immortal bloom, 
Attend thee to the skies. 


7 When thy triumphant armies sing 
The honors of thy name, 

And heayen’s eternal arches ring 
With glory to the Lamb. 


& O let me join the raptur’d lays, 
And with the blissful throng 
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Resound salvation, power, and priase, 
Jn everlasting song. 


HYMN 130. C. M. 
The blessed society in Heaven. 
RISE thee my soul, fly up and run 
Through every heavenly street, 
Andsay there’s nought below the sup 
That’s worthy of thy feet. 


2 Thus will we mount on sacred wings, 
And tread the courts above; 
Nor earth, with all her mighty things 
Shall tempt our meanest love. | 


3 There on a high majestic throne, 
Th? Almighty Father reigns, - 

And sheds his glorious goodness down 
On all the blissful plains. . 


4 Bright, like a sun, the Saviour sits, 
And spreads eternal noon ; 

No evening there, nor gloomy nights, 
To want the feeble moon. 


5 Amidst those ever shining skies, 
Behold the sacred dove, 

While hanish’d sin and sorrow flies 
From all the realms of love. 


6 The glorious tenants of the place 
Stand bending round the throne ; 
And saints and seraphs sing and praise 

The infinite Three One. 


[7 But O what beams of heav’nly grace 
Transport them all the while ! 

Ten thousand smiles from Jesus’ face, 
And love in ev’ry smile !] 


% Jesus, and when shall that dear day, — 
That joyful hour appear, 


—_ 


~~ 
a 


Hymn 181—132. 129 


When I shall leave this house of clay, 
To dwell amongst them there? 


/ HYMN 131. [Eights and Sevens. } 
Grateful Recollection. 
COME thou fount of every bles-ing, 
Tune my heart to sing thy grace! 
Streams of mercy never ceasing, 
, Cali for songs of loudest praise : 
Teach me some melodious sonnet, 
Sung by flaming fongues above : 
Praise the mount—O fix me on it, 
Mount of God’s unchanging love. 


.2 Here [raise my Ebenezer, 
“1 Hither by thy help | come; 
And I hope by thy good pleasure, 
Safely to arrive at home * 
Jesus sought me when a stranger, 
__ Wand’ring from the fold of God ; 
He to save my soul from danger 
Interpos’d his precious blood, 


3 GO! to grace how great a debtor, 
Daily I’m constrain’d to be! 
Let that grace, Lord, hke a fetter, 
Bind my wandering heart to thee ! 
Prone to wander, Lord, | fee] it ; 
Prone tu leave the God of love— 
Here’s my heart, Lord, take and seal it, 
Seal it from thy courts above. 


HYMN 132. L. M. | 
Jehovah Jesus. ; 
MY song shall bless the Lord of all, 
My praise shall climb to his abode ; 
| The Saviour, by that name I call, 
The great Supreme, the mighty God. : 


9  6* 


| 


3 My guilt is cancell’d quite J know 
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2 Without beginning or decline, 
Object of faith and not of sense 
Eternal ages saw him shine, 
tle shines, eternal ages hence. 


3. As much, when in the manger laid, 
Almighty ruler of the sky ; 

As when the six day’s work he made, 
Fill’d all the morning stars with joy. 


4 Of all the crowns Jehovah bears; 
Salvation is his dearest claim ; 

That gracious sound well pleas’d he hears 
And owns Immanuel for his name. 


5 A cheerful confidence I feel, 
My well-plac’d hopes with joy I see ; 

My bosom glows with heav’aly zeal, 
‘To worship him who died for me. 


6 As man, he pities my complaint, 
His power and truth are all divine ; 

He will not fail, he cannot faint, : 
Salvation’s sure, and must be mine. 


HYMN 133, C. M. 

The happy Debtor. 

TEN thousand talents once I ow’d, 
And nothing had to pay ; 

But Jesus freed me from the load, 
And wash’d my debt away. 


” 


2 Yet since the Lord forgave my sin, 
And blotted out my score ; 

Much more indebted I have been, 
Than e’er I was before. 


And satisfaction made; ; 


But the vasi debi of love lowe, - 


Can never be repaid. ‘ 


Hymn 134, 131 


4 The love I owe for sin forgiv’n, . 
For power to believe, 
For present peace and promis’d heaven, 
! No angel can conceive. 


5 That love of thine ! thou sinners’ friend ! 
Witness thy bleeding heart! 

My little all can ne’er extend 

_, To pay a thousandth part. 


6 Nay more, the poor returns I make 
I first from thee obtain ; 
And “tis of grace, that thou wilt take 
Such poor returns again. 


Tis well—it shall my glory be 
(Let who will boast their store) 
‘In time, and to eternity, — 
To owe thee more and more. 


HYMN 134. C.M. 
God’s presence is light in darkness. 
MY God the spring of all my joys, — 
The life of my delights, 
The glory of my brightest daye, 
And comfort of my nights. 


2 In darkest shades if he appear, 
My dawning is begun ! 

He is my soul’s bright morning star, 
And he my-rising sun. 


3 The op’ning heav’ns around me shine 
With beams of sacred bliss, 

While Jesus shews his heart is mine, 
And whispers I am his. 


_ 4 My soul would Jeave this heavy clay 
At the transporting word, 

Run up witk joy the shining way, 
i embrace my dearest Lor& 
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5 Fearless of hell and ghastly death 
Vd break through ev’ry foe ; 

The wings of love, and arms of faith 
Should bear me conqu’ror through. 


HYMN 135, [Sevens &c.] 
The Christian's triumph. 
ALMIGHTY love inspire 
My heart with sacred fire, 
And animate desire, 
My soul to renew. 
T love the blessed Jesus, 
On whom bright angels gazes 
And symphony increases, 
Above the ether’al blue, 


2 My tender-hearted Jesus, 

His Jove my heart amazes, 

Who came that he might save us, 
When lost and undone. 

No seraph could redeem us, 

No angel could retrieve us, 

No armies could relieve us, 
But Jesus Christ alone: 


anh 


3 In him I have believed, , 
And he’s my soul retrieved, 
From sin he has relieved, 
My soul which was dead. 
And now I love my Saviour, 
For I am in his fayor, 
And hope witb him for ever, 
The golden streets to tread. 


4 Yet here a while I stay, 

In hope of that glad day, 

When I am call’d away 
To the mansions above. ; 

There to enjoy the pleasure, Ro 

_ Ofunconsuming treasure, eS 
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And shout in highest measure 
Hallelujahs of loye. © ; 


5)The hope of seeing Jesus, 

When all my conflict ceases ; 

My love to him increases, 

‘ is name to adore. 

Come, O my blessed Saviour ! 

Vouchsafe to me this favor, 

Yo dwell with thee for ever, 
When time shall be no morte. 


-6.Then in the blooming garden, 

“Regain’d by Christ’s free pardon, 

‘Upon the banks of Jordan, 
“Pil worship the Lamb, 

And join the song of Mosesy 
While Jesus sweet composes, ¢ 
Asongthat never closes, 

Of praises to his name. ate ‘ 
Ly: 

: HYMN 136. C.M. 5 
The hope of Heaven, support under Trials. 
WHEN | can read my title clear . 

To mansions in the skies, 
| bid farewell to every fear, 
And wipe my weeping eyes. 


2 Should earth against my soul engage, 
And hellish darts be hurl’d; 

Then [can smile at satan’s rage, 
And face a frowning world. 


3 Let cares like a wild deluge come, 
And storms of sorrow fall. 

May I but safely reach my home, — 
My God, my heav’n, my all. 


: 4 There shall] bathe my weary soul 
» Jn seas of heav’nly rest ; 
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And not a wave of trouble roll 
Across my peaceful breast, 


HYMN 137. 
The Atonement. ; 
Saw ye my Saviour, saw ye my Saviour, —§ © 
Saw ye my Saviour and God? 
©! He died on Calvary, — 
To atone for you and me, 
And to purchase our pardon with blood. 


2 He was extended—He was, &c. 
Painfully nail’d to the cross ; . 
Here he bow’d his head and died, 

Thus my Lord was crucified> 

To atone for a world that was lost. 


3 Jesus hung bleeding—Jesus, &c. 
Three dreadful hours in pain, 

And the solid rocks were rent, 

Through creation’s vast extent, 

When the Jews crucified the God-man, 


4 Darkness prevailed—Darkness, &e. 
Darkness prevail’d ’er the land, 
Aid the sun refused to shine, 

‘When his majesty divine, 

Was derided, insulted and slain. 


5 Whenit was finish’d—When, &c. 
And the atonement was made, 

He was taken by the great. 

An embalm’d with spices sweet, 
And was ina new sepulchre laid. 


6 Hail mighty Saviour—Hail, &c. 
Prince, and the author of peace ; 
O! He burst the bars of death, 
And, triumphant from, the earth, 
He ascended to mansions of bliss, 


4 


a 
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7 There interceding——There, &c; 
Pleading that sinners.may live,. 

Crying, ‘* Father I have died, 

*)O behold my hands and side, 

<¢O.! forgive them, I pray thee forgive.” 


& | will forgive them--I will, &c. 

«(When they repent and believe, 

“ Let them now return fo thee, 

#) And be reconcil’d to me, 

6 And salvation they all shall receive.’ 

HYMN 138 [Sevens.] © : 

Invitatior.. - 

-» COME and taste along with me, 

Oonsolations running free ;_ 

from my Father’s worthy home, 

Sweeter than the honey comb. 


2 Wherefore shall! feast alone, 
Two are better still than one; 
More that come of free good will, 
Make the banquet sweeter still. 


3 Saints in glory sing aloud, 
When they see an heir of God 
Coming in at heaven’s door, 
Making up the number more, 


4 Goodness running like a stream) 
Through the new Jerusalem ; 
By its constamt breaking forth, 
Sweeteus earth and heaven both. 


5 Though my body do its best, 
For to keep me off from Christ: 
Drawn by grace | come to him, 
He alone can pardon sip, 


} Sinful nature, lurking nb fo 
Cannot stop the work of grace ; 


c 


| 
j 


——<—- 
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Whilst there is a’ God to give, 
And a sinner to receive. 


7 When I go to heaven’s store, 
Asking for a little more : 
Jesus gives a double share, 
Calling me a gleaner there. 


8 Then I go rejoicing home, 
From the banquet of perfume : 
Gleaning manna on the road, 
Dropping from the mouth of God. 


9 Heaven here and heaven there, 
Comforts growing every where ; 
This { boldly can attest, 

For my soul has got a taste. _ 


HYMN 139. C.M. : 
The exantple of Christ and the Saints. 
GIVE me the wings of faith to rise 
Within the veil, and see 
The saifits above, how great their joys, 
* How bright their glorigs be. 


2 Once they were mourning here below, 
And wet their couch with tears ; 

They wrestled hard as we do now, 
With sins and doubts and fears. 


3 1 asked them whence their vict’ry came - 
They with united breath ; 
Ascribe their conquest to the Lamb, 
Their triumph to hisdeath. 


4 They mark’d the footsteps that he trod, 
His zeal inspired their breast) 
And following their incarnate God, 
Possess’d the promis’d rest. 
5 Our glorious leader claims our praise 
For his own pattern given, - 
- ~ 


Hymn 140. 


While the long cloud of witnesses 
Shews the same path to heay’n. 


HYMN 140, C. P. M. 
The spiritual garden, 

THE Lord into his. garden come, 
The spices yield a rich perfume ; 

The lilies grow and thrive ; 
Refreshing show’rs of grace divine 
“rom Jesus flow to ev’ry vine, 

Which makes the dead revive. 


2 This makes the dry and barren ground, 
in springs of water to abound, 

And fruitful soil become ; 

e desert blossoms like the rose, 

hen Jesus conquers all his foes, 

And makes his people one. 


3 The glorious time is rolling on, 
The gracious work is now begun, 

My soul a witness is ; 
Come. taste and see the pardon free . 
‘Po all mankind, as well as me ; 

Who come to Christ may live. 


4 The worst of sinners here may find 
A Saviour pitiful and kind, 

Who will them all relieve; 
None are too late if they repent ; 
Out of one sinner legions went, 

Jesus did him receive, 


5 Come, brethren, you that love the Lord, 


Who taste the sweetness of his word, 
In Jesus? ways go on: 

Our trouble and our trials here, 

Wil only make us richer there, 

_ When we arrive athome. 


‘6 We feel that heaven is now begun, 
Jtissues from the sparkling throne, 


7 
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From Jesus’ throne on high ; 
It comes like floods; we can’t contains 
We drink, and drink, and drink again, 
And yet we still are dry. 


7 But when we come to reign above, 

And all surround the throne of love, 
We'll drink a full supply ; 

Jesus will lead his armies through 

To living fountains, where they flow, 


S 


That never will run dry. — 


8 There we shall reign, and shout and sing. 
And make the upper regions ring, — 
When all the saints get home ; 
Come on, come on, my brethern dear, 
Soon we shall meet together there, 
For Jesus bids us come. 


9 Amen, amen, my soul replies, 
I’m bound to meet you in the skies, 
And find a mansion there. 
Now here’s my heart, aad here’s my hand, 
To meet you in that heavenly land, 
Where we shall part 20 more. 


HYMN 141, [Sevens.}, 
Welcome the cross. 
TIS my happiness below, 
Not to live without the cross ; 
But the Saviour’s power to know, 
Sanctifying every loss. 
Trials must and will befal 5 
But with humble faith to see 
Love inscrib’d upon them all, 
This is happiness to me- 


2 God, in Israel, sows the seeds, 
Of affliction, pain, and toil; 
These spring up and choak the weeds, 


~~ 


HYMN 142. 135 


Vhich would else o’erspread the soil * 
‘rials make the promise sweet, 

“rials give new life to prayer ; 

‘rlals bring me to his feet, 

.ay me low, and keep me there. 


. Did I meet no trials here, 

io chastisement by the way ; 
“cht not, with reason fear, 
‘should prove a cast-away :. 
Sastards may escape the rod, 
unk in earthly vain delight 5 

2nt the true-born child of God, 
Aust not, would not, if he might. 


5 HYMN 142. [Elevens. 

The great harvest, or the end of the world. 
THE fields they are white, and the harvest is 

near. 

The reapers now with their sharp sickles appear, 

I'o reap down the wheat snd gather it in barns, 

While be wild plants of nature are left for to 

urn. 


t Come then, O my soul, meditate on that day, 

When all things in nature shall cease and decay. 

When th’ trumpet shall sound, and the angels 
appear, 

To reap down the earth both the wheat and the 
tare. 


3 But hear thé<ad cry that ascends to the sky, 
Of those in distress and have no where to fly ; 
But will call on the rocks, and mountains to falt 
On their naked souls, for tohide them withal. 


4 But *twill be in vain, for the mountaine must 
ee (be; 
The rocks fly like hailstones and shall no mote 
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The earth too shall quake, and the seas shall re. 
tire : 
And this solid world shall then be on fire. 


5 But hear the kind Judge in that great day” 
alarm, } ~ 
“First gather my saints and bring them to my; 
arms, { 
“That th’ seven last plagues may be pour’d ou 
on those (have oppos’d.’ 
‘‘Who've blasphem’d my name aod my saint 


6 Then, O wretched mortals, look up and espy 
The glorious Redeemer descend from the sky, 
On a chariot of fire to the earth he is bound, 
With a guard of bright angels attending arounc 


7 “Come hither, ye nations, your sentence re 
ceive, 7 t 

‘tNo more my spirit shall strive and be griev’d; 

“My judgment is right, and my sentence 1s just, 

‘“‘Come hither, ye bless’d; but depart all y 
curs’d.” 


8 O sinners, take warning, and seek ye the Lore 

Thave not been jesting "tis Jesus’ own word, 

That those who're done good in glory shall stan 

But those who’ge done evil shall surely t 
damn’d. 


9 So farewell, I leave you to ponder your way, 
May th’ Lord seal instruction on what I now £2: 
Our souls to his throne let us pour out in praye 
That all be prepar’d to meet Christ in the air. 


HYMN 143. (Sevens and Sixes.) 
The knowledge of Christ is all to the Chra 
tian. 
VAIN delusive world adieu, 
With all of creature good, 


; 
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Ynly Jesus Pll pursue, 

Who bougit me with his blood ! 
Allthy pleasure [il forego, 
il trample on thy wealth and pride ; 
Ynly Jesus will! know, — 

And Jesus crucified ! 


Other knowledge I disdain, 
1Tis all but vanity ; Y 
Mhrist, the Lamb of God was slain, 
’ He tasted death for me! © 
“le to save from endless woe, 
Phe sin atoning victim died, 
Daly Jesus will I know, 
.,And Jesus crucified! 


3. Here will I set up my rest, 
“My fluctuating heart, ~ 

From the haven of Christ’s breast, 
Shall never more dapart. 

Whither shall a sinner go ? 

His wounds for me stand open wide ; 

Only Jesus will ] know, 
Aod Jesus crucified ! 


4 Him to know is life and peace, 
‘And pleasure without end, 
This is all my happiness, 
On Jesus to depend ; 
Daily in bis grace to grow, 
And ever in his love abide ; 
Only Jesus will J know, 
And Jesus crucified ! 


O that I could all: invite, 
This saving truth to prove; 

Show the length, and breadth, and height, - 
And depths of Jesus? love ; 

Fain | would tosinners show 

This blood ajone by faith apply’d ; 


—— 
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Only Jesus will 1 know, ‘a 
And Jesus crucified ! 


HYMN 144. (Sevens.) 


The dying christian’s address to his soul. 


VITAL spark of heav’nly flame ; 
Quit, O quit this mortal frame ; 
Trembling, hoping, ling’ring, flying, 
Oh, the pain, the bliss of dying! 
Cease fond nature, cease thy strife, 
Let me languish into life. 


2 Wark, they whisper, angels say, 
Sister spirit, come away, 

What is this absorbs me quite? 

Steals my senses, shuts my sight, 
Drowns my spirits, draws my breath? 
Yell me, my soul, can this be death 2 


3 The world recedes ; it disappears ! 


Heaven opens on mine eyes, my cars 
With sounds seraphic ring 5 

Lend, lend your wings! 1 mount! I fly! 
O grave! where is thy victory ? 

O death! where is thy sting ? 


HYMN 145. C.M. 
The convinced sinner’s reflection. 
} AH Lord ! ah Lord ! what have IL done? 
What will become of me? 
What shall l say, what shall I do, 
Or whither shall I flee ? 
2 By wand’ring I have lost myself, 
And here I make my moan ; 
© whither, whither have I stray’d ! 
Ab Lord! what havel done! - 


3 Thy candle searches all my roome, 
And now I plainly see 


~ 
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The num’rous seeds of earth and hell, 
Are summed up in me. 


i The seeds of all the ills that grow, 
Are in my garden sown, 
And multitudes of them are sprung; 
Ah’Lord! what have I done! 


;/] have been satan’s willing slaves 
And his most easy prey; | 
He was not readier to command, 
Than I was to obey. - 


? Or, if at times he left my soul, 
Yet still his work went on ; 
I was a tempter to myself; 
Ah Lord! what have I done! 


, 
* | puff’d at all the threats of heav’n, 
And slighted all his charms ; 
Nor satan’s fetters would | leave, 
For Christ’s inviting arms. 


} Thad asoul, but priz’d it not, 
And now I fear "tis gone; 
My forced cries do pierce the skies! 
Ab Lord! whathave I done! - 
} Take warning, sinners, from my state ; 
Return, while mercy reigns ; 
Lest you repent when ’tis too late, 
And sink in endless pains. 


“HYMN 146. C. M, 
_ Man frail and mortal. 

ALL flesh is grass, the prophet cry’d, 

Their beauties soon decay ; 
Although they?re cloth’d with power and pride, 
_ They soon must fade away. 
2 Behold the graes that clothes the fields, 

And looks so green and gay ; 
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Touch’d by the scythe, defenceless yields, 
And falls and fades away. 


3 Fit emblem ofour mortal state ‘ 
Thus in the scripture glass, 

The young, the strong, the wise, the great, 
May see themselves but grass. 


4 Ah! trust not to your fleeting breath, 
Nor call your time your own 3 
Around you see the scythe of death, 
ls mowing thousands down. 


5 And you who hitherto are spar’d, 
Must shortly yield your lives ; 

Your wisdom is to be prepar’d, 
Before the stroke arrives. 


HYMN 147. (Eights and Sevens.) 
Bartimeus. 
‘MERCY ; O thou son of David Y” 
Thus blind Bartimeus pray’d ; — 
‘ Others by thy word are saved, 
Now: to me afford thy aid :”? 
Many for his crying chid him. 
But he call’d the louder still ; 
Till the gracious Saviour bid him 
‘© Come, and ask me what you will?” 


2 Money was not what he wanted, 
Though by begging us’d to live, 

But he ask’d, and Jesus granted 

Alms. which none buthe could give ; 

« Lord remove this grievous blindness, 
Let my eyes behold the day ;7” —_ 
Straight he saw, and won by kindness, 
Follow’d Jesus in the way. 


3 Qh! methinks I hear him praising, 
Publishing to all around; 


ts x 
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‘ Friends is not my case amazing ? 
Vhat a Saviour I have found: 

th! thatall the blind but knew him, 
nd would be advis’d by me ! 
‘urely, would they hasten to him, 
Je would cause them all'to sce.’? 


HYMN 148. C.M. 

, Trouble, but making God a Refuge. 
‘EAR refuge of my weary soul, 
Qn thee, when sorrows rise, 
in thee, when waves of trouble roll, 

My fainting hope relies. 

To thee I tell each rising grief, 

For thou alone canst heal ; 
‘hy word can bring a sweet relief 

tor every pain I feel. 


But O! when gloomy doubts prevail, 
I fear to call thee mine ; 
‘he springs of comfort seem to fail, 
And all my hopes dechne. 


Yet, gracious God, where shallI flee? 
Thou art my only trust ; 
nd still my soul would cleave to thee, 
‘Though prostrate in the dust. 


Hast thou not bid me seek thy face ? 
And shall I seek in vain ? 

nd can the ear of sov’reign grace, 
Be deaf when f complain ? 


No, still the ear of sov’reign grace 
Attends the mourner’s prayer 5 
may I ever find access 

To breathe my sorrows there ! 


Thy mercy seat is open still ; 
Here Jet my soul retreat ; 
7 
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With humble hope attend thy will, 
And wait beneath thy feet. 


HYMN 149. L. M. : 
The gospel is the power of God unto salva 
tion. 

WHAT shall the dying sinner do, 
That seeks relief for all his woe : 
Where shall the guilty conscience find 
Ease for the torment ofthe mind ? 


2 How shall we get our crimes forgiven, 

Or form our natures fit for heaven ? . 
Can souls all o’er defil?d with sin, 

Make their own powers and passions clean ? 


3 In vain we search, in vain we try, 
Till Jesus brings his gospel nigh ; 

Tis there that power and glory dwelt 
That saves rebellious souls from hell. 


A Thisis the pillar of our hope, — 

That bears our fainting spirits up; 
We read the grace, we trustthe word, 
And find salvation in the Lord. 


5 Let men or angels dig the mines % 
Where nature’s golden treasure shines ; ’ 
Brought vear the doctrine of the cross, 
All nature’s gold appears but dross. 
6 Should vile blasphemers with disdain, 
Pronounce tbe truths of Jesus vain, 
We'll meet the scandal and the shame, 
And sing, and triumph in his name. 


HYMN 150. L.M. 
The stony heart. 
LORD hear a burd’ned sinner mourh, 
Who gladly would to thee return 5 i 


ope mau! Yt ki eeegs un ich 
f = ) 
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rhy tender mercies, O impart ! 
ind take away this stony heart. 


- fis this hard heart that sinks me down, 
ior asks thy smiles, nor fears thy frown ; 
‘his causes ail my woe and smart, ~ 
werd, take away this stony heart. 


’'Tis this hard heart my gracious Lord, 
¥Yhich scorns thy love and slights thy word ; 
Tbich tempts me from thee to depart, 
ord, take away this stony heart. 


Tis this hard heart whose bold reply, 
tives all ‘the sacred truths the lie ; 

.nd would thy promises pervert, 

ard, take away this stony heart. 


[is this hard heart I feel within, 
Vhich shghts thy grace and cleaves to sin, 
ure tis of hell the counter part, 
jord, take away this stony heart. 


Lis this hard heart which dares withstand, 
J} the dread judgments of thy hand ; — 
hich daily acts the rebel’s ‘part, 
jord, take away this stony heart. 

Tis this hatd heart which day by day, 
Vould shut my mouth nor let me pray ; 
‘ea would from evry duty start, 
ord, take away this stony heart. 

Sure the bless*d day will shortly come, 
Vben this bard heart shall know its doom.; 
¥ben I no more shall sin retain, 

‘or of a stony heart complain. 


HYMN 151. LL.M. 
Meditation on the Lord’s Day morning. 
‘AR. from my soul. O sleep! retire; a 

Nor longeg clog my thinking miad ; 


} 


— —-. 
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To things immortal I aspire 
Things of a noble, heaveoly kind. 


2 This is the day that Jesus bid 
Defiance to the conquer’d grave 5 
He rose, a victor from the dead, 
A glorious Saviour, strong to save. 


3 He rose—a proof that we shall rise, 
And unto him, our head, ascend, 

When heaven and earth, and sea and skies, 
With the last hour of time shall end. 


4 To-day his heralds loud proclaim 
Salvation toa rebel race ; 
Through the exalted Saviour’s name, 
Thro’ his rich blood and righteousness. 
5 To-day to Zion’s hill we go, 
With joyful hearts and’ willing feet ; 
And fain would leave the world below, 
While we go up our God to meet. 


§ To-day we join to supplicate 
Jehovah at a throne of grace; 

We come before his mercy seat, 
And wait the shinings of his face. 


7 O Jesus! we shall meet in vain, 
if thou the quick’ning tife withhold ; 
Our carpal hearts will still remain, 
Languid, indifferent and cold, 


§ Thou source of light and life divine 
Give each a praying waiting heart ; 

Let evry thought, O Lord! be thine, 
Rid all obtruding cares depart. 


9 O give us each a sweet foretaste 
Of that eternal Sabbath-day, 

When nothing shall disturb our rest, 
Or'steal from thee our love away. 


- r iz 


yt 
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0 Hasten, and bring the period round, 
When all redeem’d with Jesus’ blood, 
n ope assembly shall be found, 
To praise the faithfulness of God. 


HYMN 152. C.M. 
The victorious charms of eternal love. 
ESUS demands my love supreme, 
And kindly asks my heart 5 
iy heart prepare and welcome him, 
Bid all beside depart. 


Noseraph in the heav’nly groves, 
With Jesus can compare ; 
Je shines among a thousnd loves, 
The uncreated fair ! 


‘The charms of my Redeemer’s face, 
Both white and ruddy are : 

lis priestly and his princely dress, 
The mystic colours wear. 


. His natures ! O how pure and white! 
*¢ Glorious in holiness 1? 

fow dazzling to immortal sight, 
The lustre of his dress ! 


- But he acquired that ruddy ‘Hie — 
His robes their crimson stains, 

Vhen God’s eternal justice drew, 
And piere’d him for my sins. 


| Still as a Lamb that’s newly slain, 
Appears the prince of peace : 

Vhose life flows out from every vein, 
And dyes the snowy fleece. 

' His bleeding wounds and scars possess, 

; Merits that never waste ; 

“he riches of his righteousness, 
Eternal ages last. 
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8 The mediator’s glories join 
With those of Deity ; 

Jehovah Jesus’ charms combine 
Combine to conquer me! 


9 O take my heart eternal love * 
And there erect thy throne ; 

To thee, let all its passions move, 
There centre, thou alone. 


HYMN 153. (Sixes and Nines} 
COME away to the skies, 
My beloved arise, 
And reioice in the day thou wast born : 
On this festival day, — 
Come exulting away, t 
And with singing to Zion return+ 


2 We have laid up our love 
And treasure above, 

Though our bodies continue below : 
The redeem’d of the Lord 
We remember his word, 

And with singing to paradise go- 


3 And with singing we praise 
The original e, Lis 
By our heaveniyither bestow'd + 

Our being receive 


From his bounty, and live 
To the honor and glory of God. 


A For thy glory we are 
Created to share, 

Both the nature and kingdom divine ; 
Created again, 
That our souls may remain 

In time and eternity thine. 


5 With thanks we approve 
he design of thy love, 


P| 
} 
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Which hath join’d us in Jesus’s name ; 
So united in heart, 
That we never.can part, 

Pill we meet at the feast of the Lamb. 


3 There, there at his feet, 
We shall suddenly meet, 

And be parted in body no more ‘ 
We shall sing to our lyres, 

~ With heavenly choirs, 

And our Saviour in glory adore. 


7 Hallelujah we sing 
To our father and king, 
And his rapturous praises repeat; 
-»To the Lamb that was slain 
- Hallelujah again, 
Sing all heaven, and fall at his feet. 


8 In assurance of hope, © 
We to Jesuslook up, 
'Till bis banner unfurl’d in the ait, 
From our graves we shall see, 
And cry out “ It is he,” 
And fly up to acknowledge him there. 


HYMN 154. S. M. 
Nature and Grace. 
KTERNAL truth affirms, 
And all believers know, 
'That Adam’s race, poor fallen worms, 
Have lost their power todo, 


2 And though restor’d by grace, 
By mighty grace indeed ! 

The strength we in ourselves possess, 
Is like a bruised reed. 


3 A will to serve my God, 
Through sov’reign grace is mine ; 
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But daily strength must be bestow’d; 
If { would conquer sin. 


4 Old nature in my breast, 
: Still struggles with the new 3 
A mortal enmity subsists 
Between the waring two. 


5 Nature would fain confine 
My thoughts to earthly things; 
But grace points up to things divine, 
And gives me heavenly wings. 


_ 6 Nature indulges pride, 

) And gives free will the throne ; 
But grace instructs me to confide 

In God my strength alone. _ 


7 Nature’s a friend to earth, 
And Joves its maxims much ; 

But grace constrains me to go forth, 
And bear the Lamb’s reproach. . 


$3 Nature esteemshis yoke 
To be a grievous load ; 

Grace puts it on, and bids me look 
To the Almighty God. 


9 Nature cries, * friend desist, 
And leave this rugged way.” 
But grace says “ this is not thy rest 
Go on, make no delay.” 


_ 10 Nature repines and frets, 

! At the chastising rod, 

But taught by grace my soul submits 
To all the will of God. 


| 11 Nature disdains to bow 
Before the mercy-seat ; 

But grace wil! lay and keep me low 
At the Redeemer’s 's - 


~~ 
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12 Nature knows nothing of 
Communion with the Lamb ; 
But drawn by grace, O how[ love 

)/To call upon his name ! 


HYMN 155. C.M. 


Diffieulties in the way of duty, surmounted. 


WHEN Abra’m’s servant to procure 
_A wife for Isaac went, 

ie met Rehekah—told his wish— 
Her parents gave consent. 


2 Yet for ten days, they urg’d the man 
~ His journey to delay ; 
Hinder me not he quick reply’d, 

Since God hath crown’d ny way. 


3?T was thus f cry’d when Christ the Lord 
My soul to him did wed ; 

Hinder me not, nor friends, nor foes, 
Since God my way hath sped. 


4 Stay, says the world, and taste awhile 
My ev’ry pleasant sweet ; 

finder me not, my soul replies, 
Because the way is great. 


5 Stay, satan my old master cries, 
Or force shall thee detain ; 
Hinder me not, I will begone, 
My God has broke my chain. 


6 Inall my Lord’s appointed ways, 
My journey Il] pursue ; 

Hinder me not, ye much lov’d saints, 
For I must go with you. 


7 Through floods and flames, if Jesus lead, 
Pil follow where be goes ; 
Hinder me not, shall be my cry, 
Though earth and hell oppose. 
7% 


a wed 
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8 Through duty; and throngh trials too, 
Thi go at his command ; ; 
Hinder me not, for I am bound, 
To my Immanuel’s land. 


9._And when my Saviour calls me home, 
Still this my cry shall be, 

Hinder me not, come welcome death, 

: Pi gladly go with thee. 


HYMN 156. C.M 
‘The rich fool surprised. Luke 12. 16-22. 
_ DELUDED souis! who think to find 
A solid bliss below: 
Bliss the fair flower of Paradise, 
On earth Can never grow. 


2 See how the foolish wretch is pleas’d, 
T?increase his worldly store ; 

Too scanty now he finds his barns, 
And covets room for more. 


3 $+ What shall I do 2” distress’d he cries, 
‘his scheme will I pursue - 

“My scanty barns shall now come down, 
‘© 17] buiid them large and new. 


4‘ Here will Llay my fruits, and bid 
} “My soul to take tts ease - 
Fat, drink, be glad, my lasting store 
“ Shall give what joys | please.” 


5 Scarce had be spoke, when lo! from Heaven 
The Aim:ghty made reply ; 

Wor whom dost thou provide, thou fool? 
“ This night thyself shall die.” 


| 6 Teach me. my God, all earthly joys 
| Are but an empty dream : 
And may I seek my bliss alone, 
lo thee the good supreme. __ 


~~ 
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HYMN 157. C. M. m 
The incarnation of Christ. Luke ii. 14. 
MORTALS awake. with angele join, 
And chant the solemn lay ; 
Joy, love, and gratitude combine oo 
To hail th? auspicious day. 


2 In heaven the rapturous song began, 
And sweet seraphic fire 

Through all the shining legions ran, 
And strung and tun’d the lyre. 


3 Swift through the vast expanse it flew, 
And loud the echo roll’d 5 

‘The theme, the song, the joy was new, 
Twas more than heaven could hold. 


4 Down through the portals of the sky 
Th? impetuous torrent ran; 

And angels flew with eager joy 
To bear the news to man. 


(5 Wrapt in the silence of the night 
Lay all the eastern world, 
When bursting» glorious, heavenly light 

The wondrous scene unfurl’d.) 


6 Hark ! the cherubic armies shout, 
And glory leads the song ; 

Good-will and peace be heard throughout 
Th? harmonious heavenly throng. 


[7 O for a glance of heaven’y love, 
Our hearts and songs to raise ; 

Sweetly to bear our souls above, 
And mingle with their lays.] 


8 With joy the chorus we?ll repeat, 
_ “Glory to God on high; 
-“Good-will and peace are now complete, 
“Jesus was born to die,’ bond 
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9 Hail! prince of life, for ever hail! 
Redeemer, brother, friend, 

Tho’ earth, and time, and life should fail, 
Thy praise shall neyer end, 


HYMN 158. [Sevens.] 
The long-suffering, or patience of Gad. 
LORD, and am I yet alive? 
Not in torments, not in hell! 
Still doth thy good spirit strive ! 
With the chief of sinners dwell ! 
Tell it, unto sinners tell, 
lam, I am out of hell! 


2 Yes, I still lift up mine eyes, 
Will not of thy love despair ; 
Still in spite of sin f rise, 
Still | bow to thee in prayer, 
Tell it, &e. 


3 O the length and breadth of love‘ 
Jesus, Saviour, can it he? 
All thy mercies’ height I prove, 
All the depth is seen in me 
Tell it, &e. 


4 See a bush that burns with fire 
Unconsum’d amid-the flame ! 
Turn aside the sight to admire, 
I the living wonder am. 

Tellit, &c. 


5 See a stone that hangs in air! 

See a spark 1n ocean live ! 

Kept alive with death so near, 
Ito God the glory give. 
Ever tell—to sianers tell, 
Lam, I am out of hell. 


id 
. 
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HYMN. 159. C.M.>:. 
The successful resolve. 
OME, humble cinner, in whose breast, 
A thousand thoughts revolve, 
ome, with your guilt and fear opprest, 
And make this last resolve. 


«ll go to Jesus, though my sin 
‘lath like a mountain rose ; 
know his courts, I?}i enter in, 
‘Whatever may oppose. 


“Prostrate Pil lie before his throne, 
‘And there my guilt confess, 

"}} tell him 1’m a wretch undone 
‘*Without his sov’reign grace. 


<P ]} to the gracious king approach, 
“Whose scepire pardon gives, 
Perhaps he may command my touch, 
«And then the suppliant lives. 


‘Perhaps be will admit my plea, 

“Perhaps will hear my prayer; 
But if I perish I will pray, 

‘*And perish only there. 


“J can but perish if I go, 
“T am resoly’d totry ; 
For if I stay away, | know 
“J must forever die.’’ 


@ 
HYMN 160. [Twelves.| 
Free Grace. 
THE voice of free grace cries, escape to the 

mountain, 
‘or Adam’s lust race Chriet bas open’d a foun- 

tain 
‘pt sin and transgression and ev’ry pollution, 
The blood it flows freely in streams of salvation. 


: 
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Chorus. 
Hallelujah fo the Lamb who purchas’d our par: 
don. 
We'll praise him again when we pass over Jor- 
dan. 


2 This fountain so clear, in which all may find 
pardon, 

From Jesus’ side flows in plenteous redemption, 

Though your sins they were oe as high as a 
mountain, 

The blood it flows freely from esus the fountaia. 
Hilelujah, &c. ‘ 


3 O Jesus ! ride on, thy sont is glorious, 
Over sin, death and hell thou wilt make us vic~ 
torious, : ’ 
Thy name shall be praised in the great congre~ 
gation, 
And saints shall delight in ascribing salvation. 
Hallelujah, &c. 


4 When on Zion we stand, having gain’d the 
blest shore 

‘With our harps in our hands we will praise him 
evermore, 

We will range the blest fields on the banks of the 
river, 

And sing hallelujahs for ever and ever. 
Hallelujah, &c. 


HYMN 161. [Sevens.] 
A compassionate Saviour. 
WEEPING sinners, dry your tears, 

Jesus on the throne appears; 
Mercy stvops her balmy wing, 
Bids you his salvation sing. 
2 Trembling Mary found a rest; 
Others lean’d upon his breasts PORE RiS-inb Besid' 
Surely you may come and find : 


Jesus never was unkind. ; 4 
n) ~ w 
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3 Pity brought him from on high; 
Us he saw in ruin lie; ; 
God of angels stoop’d to earth, 
Seraphs sung a Saviour’s birth. 


4 Shepherd’s found bim where he lay 
On.his glorious natal day ; 

Eastern Magi saw his star, 

They to view him came from far. 


5 In the temple Simeon stands, 
Takes the infant in his hands; 
Holy rapture fill’d his tongue, 
While his Saviour’s praise he sung. 


6 ‘Let thy servant now depart,” 

Was the language of his heart, 

“Life can yield no more below, ' 
«“Hleaven’s my home aud there I?ll go,” 


7 Weeping sinner dry your tears; 
Jesus in the heaven’s appears ; 
Once he hung upon the tree, 
There he died for you and me. 


8 Peace he brings you by his death, 
Peace he speaks with ev’ry breath ; 
Can you slight such heavenly charms 2 
Flee, O flee to Jesus’ arms. 


HYMN 162. C.M. 
The lost sheep found, or the sinner converted. 
WHEN some kind shepherd from his fold, 
Has lost a $traying sheep, 
Through yales, o’er hills he anxious roves 
And climbs the mountain’s steep. 


2 But O the joy! the transport sweet ! . 
When he the wand’rer finds ; . 
Up in his arms he takes his charge, 
Aad to his shoulder binds, 


sort 
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3 Homeward he hasts to tell his joys, 
And make his bliss complete : 

The neighbours hear the news, and all 
The joyful shepherd greet 


4 Yet how much greater is the joy 
When but one sinner turns 5 

When the poor wretch with broken heart, 
His sins and errors mourns! 


5 Pleas’d with the news, the saints below, 
In songs their tongues employ + 

Beyond the skies the tidings go, 
And heaven is fill’d.with joy. 


6 Well pleas’d the Father sees and hears 
'The conscious sinner weep, 

Jesus receives him in bis arms, _ 
And owns him for his sheep. — 


7 Nor angels can theirjoys contain, 
But kindle with new fire; 

“s A wanddring sheep return’d,”? they sing, 
And strike the sounding lyre. 


HYMN 163. [Fives and Elevens.] 
Bunker-hull, 
WHY should vain mortals tremble at the 
sight of 
Death and destruction in the field of battle, 
Where blood and carnage clothe the ground in 
crimson, : 
Sounding with death groans ? 


2 Death will invade us by the means appointed, 
And we must all bow to the king of terrors, 
Nor am { anxious, if I am prepared, 

What way he comes in. 


3 Infinite goodness teaches us submission, 
Bids us be quiet under all his dealings, = 


» 


Hymn 164, 161 


Never repining, but forever praising 

God our Creator. 
4 Well may we praise him—all his ways are 
) perfect 
Though a resplendence, infinitely glowing, 
Dazzles in glory onthe sight of mortals 

Struck blind by lustre. 


5 Good is Jehovah in bestowing sun-shine, 
Nor less his goodness in the storm and thunder: 
Mercies and judgments both proceed from kind- 
ness, 
Infinite kindness. 


6 O thén exult that God for ever reigneth; 

Clouds, which around him hinder our perception, 

Bind us the stronger to exalt his name, and 
Shout louder praises. 


7 Then to the wisdom of my Lord and Master, 

I will commit all that I have or wish for ; 

Sweetly as babes sleep will I give my life up 
When I am call’d for, 


HYMN 164. [Elevens.] 
The Sailor. 
YE sons of the main, ye that sail o’er the flood, 
Whose sins, big as mountains, have reach’d up to 
God, 
temember thy short voyage of life soon will end, 
Vow come, brother sailor, make Jesus your friend. 


' Look astern! on your life see your wake 
mark’d with sin, 
ook ahead! see what torments you'll soon 
‘ founder in ; 
“he nage rocks of death soon will beat out your 
eel, , 
‘hen your vessel and cargo will all sink to hell. 


Lay by your old compass, twill do you no good, 
er will direct you the right way to God; 
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Mind your helm;’brother sailor, and don't fall 
asleep, , od 

Watch and pray night and day lest you sink in 
the deep- ° 


4 Spring your luff, brother sailor, the breeze now 
is fair: 

Trim your sails to the wind, and these torments 
you'll clear ; : : 

Your leading star, Jesus, keep fullin your views 

You'll weather the danger, he’ll guide you quite 
through. 


5 Renounce your old captain, the devil, straight- 
way ’ 

The crew that you sail with will lead you astray: 

Desert their black colours, come under the red, . 

Where Jesus is captain, to conquest be led, 


6 His standard’s unfurl’d, see it wave through 
the air, 

And volunteers coming from far off, and near ; 

Now’s the time, brother sailor, no longer delay, 

Embark now with Jesus, good wages hell pay. 


7 The bounty he’ll give: when the voyage dott 


begin, 
He’ll forgive your transgressions and cleanse yo! 
from sin, 
Good usage he’ll give while you sail on the way 
And shortly you'll atchor in heaven’s broad bay 


8 In the harbour of glory for ever you'll ride, 


Free from quicksands and dangers, and sin’s ra 


pid tide, 

Where the waves of death cease, and the tempe: 
is o’er, ;, 

And the hoarse breath of Boreas dismast thee n 
more. 


* we c 
9 Your tarpolin jacket no longer you'll wear, _ 
But robes dipt in heaven all white,clean, and fai 


»* 
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A crown on thy head that would dazzle the suny 
And from glory to glory eternally run. 


HYMN 165. C.M. 

BEGIN the high celestial strain, 
My ravish’d soul and sing 

Asolemn bymn of grateful praise 
To heaven’s almighty King. 


2 Ye curling fountains as ye roll 

~_ Your silver waves along, 

Whisper to all your verdant shores 
The subject of my song. 


3, Retain it long ye echoing rocks, 
The sacred sound retain, 

And from your hollow winding caves 
Return it off again: - 


4 Bear it, ye winds, on all your wings, 
To distant climes away, 

And round the wide-extended world 
My lofty theme convey. 


3 Take the glad burden of his name, 
Ye clouds as you arise, 

Whether to deck the golden morn, 
Or shade the evening skies. 


5 Let harmless thunders roll along 
The smooth etherial plain, 

And answer from the crystal vault 
To every flying strain. 


7 Long let it warble round the spheres, 
And echo through the sky, 

Till angels with immortal skill, 
Improve the harmony. 


3 While J, with sacred rapture fy*d, 
The blest Creator sing, 

And warble consecrated lays 
‘To heaven’s almighty King. 
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HYMN 166. LM. f 
Human righteousness énsufficient to gustify. 
WHEREWITH, O Lord, shall l draw near, 
Or bow myself before thy face? 
How in thy purer eyes appear ? 
What shail I bring to gain thy grace ? 


2 Will gifts delight. the Lord most high 4 
Will multipli’d oblations please ? 
Thousands of rams his favour bay, 

Or slaughter’ hecatombs appease ? 


3 Can these assuage the wrath of God? 
Can these wash out my guilty stain ? - 
Rivers of oil, or seas of blood, 

Alas ! they all must flow in vain. 


4 What have I then wherein to trust ? 
I nothing have, I nothing am; 
Excluded is my every boast, 

My glory swallow’d up in shame. 


5 Guilty, I stand before thy face; 

My sole desert is hell and wrath ; 

’T'were just the sentence should take place, 
But O,! plead my Saviotr’s death ! 


6 I plead the merits of thy Son, 
Who died for sinners on the tree ; 
I plead his righteousness alone, 
O put the spotless robe on me. 
HYMN 167. L. M. 
God exalted above all praise. 
ETERNAL power! whose high abode 
Becomes the grandeur of a God, 
Infinite length, beyond the bounds, 
Where stars revolve their little rounds. . 


2 The lowest step above he a | 
Rises too high for Gabriels feet; nes 
» 
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‘In vain the tall arch-angel tries 
‘Yo reach the height. with wond’ring eyes. 


3 Lord, what shal] earth and ashes do ? 
We would adore our Maker toc; 
From sin and dust to thee we cry, 
The great, the holy, and the high! 


4 Earth, from afar, has heard thy fame, 
And worms have learn’d to lisp thy name; 
But O, the glories of thy mind 

Leave all our soaring thoughts behind. 


5, God is in heaven, but man below; 
Be short our tunes ; our words be few ; 
A sacred reverence checks our songs, 

And praise sits silent on our tongues. 


HYMN 168. C. M. 
All attainments vain without love. 
Should bounteous naiure kindly pour 
Her richest gifts on me, 
Still, O my God, I should be poor, 
if void of love to thee. 


2 Not shining wit, nor manly sense, 
Could make me truly good : 

Not zeal itself could recompense 
The want of love to God. 


3 Did I possess the gift of tongues, 
But were denied thy grace, 
My loudest words, my loftiest songs 
Would be but sounding brass. 


4 Tho? thou shouldst give me heavenly skill, 
' Each myst’ry to explain, 
if Id no heart to do thy will, 

My knowledge would he vein. 


5 Had Iso strong a faith, my God, 
As mountains to remove; 
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No faith could do me real good, 
That did not work by love. 


{6 What though to gratify my pride, 
And make my heaven secure, 

All my possessions I divide, 
Among the hungry poor. 


4 What though my body I consign 
To the devouring flame, 

Jn hope the glorious deed will shine 
In rolls of endless fame ! 


8 These splendid acts of vanity, 
Though all the world applaud, 
tf destitute of charity, 
Can never please my God.]} 


9 O grant me then this one request, 
And I’)] be satisfied, 

That love divine may rule my breast, 
And all my actions guide. 


HYMN 169. L. M. 
Bright and Morning Star. 
YE worlds of light, that roil so near 
The Saviour’s throne of shining biiss, 
O tell how mean your glories are, — 
How faint and few, compar’d with his, 


2 We sing the bright and morning star, 
(Jesus, the spring of light and love ;) 
See how its rays diffus’d from far, 
Conduct us to the realms above, 


3 Its cheering beams, spread wide abrond . 


Point out the puzzled Christian’s way ; 
Still as he goes he finds the road 
Enlighten’d with a constant day. 


{4 Thus when the eastern Magi brought 


‘Their royal gifts, astar appears, 4 |) 


~~ 
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Directs them to the babe they sought, 
And guides their steps, and calms their fears. } 


5 When shall we reach the heaveniy place, 

Vhere this bright star will brightest shine ; 
Leaye far behind these scenes of night, 
And view a lustre so divine? 


HYMN 170. C.M, 
A wedding hymn. 
SINCE Jesus freely did appear 
To grace a marriage feast, 
© Lord, we ask thy presence here, 
To make a wedding-guest, 


2 Upon the bridal pair look down, 
Who now have plizhted hands, 
_ Their union with thy favor crown, 
And bless the nuptial bands, 


3 With gifts of grace their hearts endow. 
Of all rich dowries best ! 

Their substance bless, and peace bestow, 
To sweeten all the rest. : 


4 In purest love their souls unite, 
That they, with Christian care, 

May make domestic burdens hight, 
By taicing mutual sbare. 


5 True helpers may they prove indecd. 
In prayer, and faith, and hope ; 

And see with joy a godly seed 
To build their household up, 


6 As Isaac and Rebekah give 

+ A pattern chaste and kind : 

So may this married couple live, 
And die in friendship join’d. 


7 On every soul assembled here, 
O make thy face to shine ; 
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Thy goodness more our hearts’ can cheer, 
Than richest food or wine. 


HYMN 171. ©. M* 
God our guide and teacher. 
ETERNAL Sire enthron’d on high! 
Whom angel hosts adore ; 
Who yet to suppl’ant dust art nigh, 
Thy presence we adore, 


2 O guide us down the steep of age, 
And keep our passions coo]— 

‘Peach us to scan the sacred page, 
And practice every rule. 


3 Teach us to shun the sceptic’s path, 
To scorn the deist’s lore ; 

Steadfast to hold the ancient faith— 
Hope humbly—and adore. 


4 And when our days are past and gone, 
Be this Jast blessing given ; ‘adh 

‘To join the choir of saints that sing 
Thy lofty praise in heaven, 


HYMN 172. (Kights.). 


Joseph made known to his brethren. 


WHEN Joseph his brethren beheld, 
Afflicted and trembling with fear, ~ 
His heart with compassion was fill’d, 
From weeping he could not forbear ; 
Awhiie bis behaviour was rou 
To bring their past sin to their mind ; 
But when they were humbled enough, 
He hasted to shew himself kind. 


2 Yow little they thoughtit was he, 


\Vhom they had ill treated and sold? ~~ 
How great their confusion must be, = 


As soon as his name he had told ! 


~~ 


Ten 
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“Dm Joseph your brother, (he said) 
“ And still to my heart you are dear, 
‘© You sold mes and thought I was dead. 
, * But God for your sake sent me here.?? 


3 Though greatly distressed before, 
When chare’d with purloining the cup, 

They now were confounded much more, 
Not one of them durst to look up. 

“ Can Joseph, whom we would have slain 
“ Forgive us the evil we did? 

¢ And will he our household maintain ? 
** O this is a brother indeed !” 


‘ Thus drage’d by my conscience, I came, 
And laden with guilt, to the Lord ; 
Surrounded with terror and shame, 
Unable to utter a word, 
at first he look’d stern and severe, 
What anguish then pierced my heart 
=xpecting each moment to hear 
The sentence, “ Thou cursed depart 1°? 


| But Oh! what surprise when he spoke, 
While tenderness beam’d in his face, 
ty heart then to pieces was broke, 
O*erwhelm’d and confounded with grace, 
‘ Poor sinner, I know thee full well, 
‘* By thee I was sold and was slain ; 
I died to redeem thee from hell, 
“ And raise thee in glory to reign. 


“ Pm Jesus whom thou hast blaspnem’d 
“And crucified often afresh ; 
But Jet. me henceforth be esteem’d, 
“Thy brother, thy bone, and thy flesh ? 
My pardon I freely bestow, 
“¢ Thy wants I wili fully supply ; 
Pll guide thee and guard thee below, 
“And soon will remove thee on high, 

8. 
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7 % Go publish to sinners around, 
“(That they may be willing to come} 
‘6 The merey which now you have found, 
“* And tell them that: yet there isroom.”” 
Oh, sinners the message obey? 
No more vain excuses pretend } 
But come without farther delay, 
To Jesus our brother and friend. 


HYMN 173. [Sevens.} 
The good Physician. 
HOW lost was my condition, 
Till Jesus made me whole ; 
There is but one Physician 
Can cure a sin-sick soul. 
Next door to deathhe found me, 
And snatch’d me from the grave } 
To tell to all around me, 
His mighty power to save. 


2 The worst of all diseases, 
Is light compar’d with sin ; 
On-ev’ry part it seizes, 
But rages most within 
’Tis palsy, plague, and fever, 
And madness al} combin’d, . 
And none but a believer 
The least relief can find. 


3 From men great skill professing, 
I thought rehefto gain; _ 
But this prov’d more distressiog, 
And added to my pain. 
Some said that nothing ail’d me, 
Some gave me up for lost ; 
Thus every refuge fail’d me, 
And all my hopes were cross’d. . 


4 At length thie great Physician, ghee ‘Me 
(How matchless is bie grace ?) 


>” 
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Accepted my petition, 
And undertook my case. 
First gave me sight to view him, 
For sin mine eyes had seal?d, 
Then bade me look unto hina, 
I Jook’d, and I was-heal’d. 
& A dying risen Jesus, 
View’d by an eye of faith; 
From ev’ry danger frees us, 
_ And saves owr souls from death 5 
Come then to this physician, 
His help he’ll freely give ; 
He makes no hard conditions, 
Tis only look and live. 


HYMN 174. L. M. 
A Baptismal Hymn. 
THE great Redeemer we adore, 
Who came the lost to seek and save 5 
Went humbly down from Jordan’s shore, 
I'o find a tomb beneath its waye! 


? ** Thus it becomes us to fulfil 

‘ All righteousness,” he meekly said ; 
Why should we then to do his will, 
Dr be asham’d, or be afraid ? 


} With thee into thy watery tomb, 
.ord, ?tis our glory to descend; 
Tis wond‘rous grace that gives us room, 
‘o lie interr’d by such a friend. 
Yet as the yielding waves give way, 
‘o Jet us’see the light again ; 
© on the resurrection day, 
he bands of death prove weak and vain. 


Thus when thou shalt again appear, 
he gates of death shal] open wide, 
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Our dust thy mighty voice shall hear, 
And rise and triumph at thy side. 


HYMN 175. C. P.M. 
AWAK’D by Sinai’s awful sound, 
My soul in guilt and thrall I found, 

And knew not where to go; 
O’erwhelm’d with sin, with anguish slain, 
The sinner must be born again, : 

Or sink to endless woe, 


2 Amaz’d I stood but could not tell, 
Which way to shun the gates of hell, 
For Death and Hell drew near: 

J strove indeed, but strove in vain, 
The sinner must be born again, 
Still sounded in my ear. 


3 When to the law I trembling fled, 
It pour’d itscurses on my head, 
{ no relief could find ; 
This fearful truth increas’d my pain, 
The sinner must be born again, 
O’erwhelm’d mg tortur’d mind. 


4 Again did Sinai’s thunders roll, 
And guilt lay heavy on my soul, 

A vast unwieldy load; _ 
Alas! I read, and saw it plain, 
The sinner must be born again, 

Or drink the wrath of God. 


5 The saints I heard with rapture tell, 
How Jesus conquer’d Death and Hell, 
And broke the fowler’s snare ; 
Yet when | found this trath remain, 
The sinner must be born again, 
I sunk in deep despair. . 


6 But while I thus in anguish lay, 
esus of Nazareth pass’d that way, 
And felt his pity move; ; 


~~ 
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The sinner by his justice slain, 
ow by his grace is born agafn, 
And sings redeeming love. 


7)/To heaven the joyful tidings flew, 
The angels tun’d their hearts anew, 
.. And loftier notes did raise ; 
All hail the Lamb, who once was slain, 
Unnumber'd millions born again, 

Will shout thine endless praise. 


‘HYMN 176. [Sevens.] 
STOP, poor sinner, stop and think, 
Before you father go— 
Will you sport upon the brink 
Of everlasting woe ? 
‘Yell beneath is gaping wide! 
_ Vengeance waits the dread command, 
Soon to stop your sport and pride, 
And sink you with the damn’d. 
) be entreated now to stop, 
For unless you warning take, 
Ere you are aware you'll drop 
Into the burning lake. 


? Ghastly death will quickly come, 
And drag you to the bar; 

Then to hear your awful doom, 
Will fill you with despair ; 

All your sins will round you crowd. 
Sins of bloody crimson dye, 

jack for vengeance crying loud, 
And what can you reply? 

) be entreated, &c. - 


Say, have youan arm like God, 
That you his will oppose ? 

‘ear you not his iron rod, 

_ With which he breaks his foes? 

‘an you standin that great day, 
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When he judgmentshall proclaim, 
When the earth shall-melt aways 
Like wax before the flame? 
O be entreated, &e. 


4 Though your hearts are made of steel, 
Your foreheads lin’d with brass, 

God at length willmake youfeel, 
He will not let you pass. 

Sinners then in vain will call, ; 
(Though they now despise his grace,) 

Rocks and mountains on us fall, 
And hide us from his face. — 

O be entreated, &c. 


5 But as yet there isa hope, 
That you may mercy know, 
Though his arm islifted up, ~ 
He still forbears the blow; 
It was for sinners Jesus died, 
Sinners he invites to come ; 
None who come shall be deny’, ~ 
Se says there bhi is room. 
O beentreated, we. 
HYMN 177. [Sevens.] 
Longing for Heaven: 
© when shall I see Jesus, 
And reign with him above ; 
And from that flowing fountain, 
Drink everlasting love. “ 
When shail I be delivered” 
From this vain world of sin; 
And with my blessed Jesus, 
Drink endless pleasures in? 


2 But now I am a soldier, 
My captain’s gone before, 
He’s given me my orders, 

And bid me not give o’er; 
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And since he has prov’d faithful, . . 
A righteous crown he’ll give, 

And all his valiant soldiers: 
Eternal life shall have. 


3 Through grace, I am determined, 
To conquer, though I die ; 

And then away to Jesus, 

On wings of love, I’ll fly. 
Warewellto sin and sorrow, - 

1 bid you all adieu ; 

And, O my friends prove faithful, 
And on your way pursue. - 


4, And if you meet with troubles 
And trials on your way, 

Then cast your care on Jesus, 
Sud don’t forget to pray. | 
Gird on the heavenly armour 

Of faiths and hope, and love ; 
‘Then when the combat’s ended, 
He’}l carry you above. 


5 O do not be discouraged, 

Sor Jesus is your friend : 

And if you want more knowledge, 
Hl not refuse to lend. 

Neither will he upbraid you, 
Though oft’ner you request; 

He’ il give you grace to conquer, 
And take you home to rest, 


3 And when the last loud trumpet 
Shall rend the vaulted skies, : 
And bid the entomb’d millions, 
From their cold beds arise. 

Our ransom’d dust, revived, 
Bright beauties shall put on, 

And soar to the blest mansion, 
Where our Redeemer’s gone: 
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7 Our eyes shall then with rapture 
The Saviour’s face behold ; 

Our feet, no more diverted, 

Shall walk the streets of gold; 
Our ears shall hear with transport, 
The hosts celestial sing 5 

Our tongues-shall chant the glories 
Of our immortal king. 


HYMN 178. H.M. 
The Heavenly mariner. 

THROUGH tribulation’s deep, 

The way to glory is, 

This stormy course I keep, 

On these tempestuous seas, 
By waves and winds 1?m tost and driven, 
Freighted with grace and bound to heaven. 


2 Sometimes temptations blow 
A dreadful hurricane, s 
And high the waters flow, 
And o’er the sides break in; 
But still my little ship outbraves 
The blust’ring winds, and surging waves» 


3 When I in my distress, 
My anchor, hope can cast, 
Within thy promises, 
It holds my vessel fast ; 
Safely she then at anchor rides, 
?Midst stormy blasts and swelling tides. 


4 If adead calm ensues, 

And heaven no breezes give, 

The oar of prayer! use, 

I tug and toil and strive ! 
Through storms and calms for many @ day, 
I make but very little way. 


5 But wher aheavenly breeze 
Springs up and. fills my sail, 


Hymn 178. 177 


My vessel goes with ease 

Before the pleasant gale, 
And runs as much an hour, or more, 
Asin a month or two before. 


6 Hid by the clouds from sight, 

The sun does not appear, 

Nor can in the night 

Behold the morning star : 
Sometimes for days and weeks, or more, 
I cannot see the sky or shore, 


7? As at the time of noon, 
_ My quadrant, faith, I take, 
To view my Christ my sun, 
If he the clouds should break, 
1m happy when his face J see, 
1 know then whereabouts I be. 


8 The Bible is my chart; 

By it the seas I know; 

I cannot with it part, 

It rocks and sands doth show; 
It is a chart and compass too, 
Whose needle points for ever true. 


9 I keep aloof frora pride, 

Those rocks I pass with care ; 

I studiously avoid 

The whirlpool of despair ; 
Presumption’s quicksands too I shun, 
Near them I do not choose too run. ™ 


10 When through a strait 1 go, ' 
Or near some coast am drove, 
The plumet forth I throw, 
And thus my safety prove ; 

My conscience is the line which I 

Fathom the depth of water by. 


11 My vessel would be lost 
‘In spite of all my Gey 
8 


t “Ee 
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But that the Holy Ghost 
Himself vouchsafes to steer: 
And | through all my voyages will 
Depend upon my steersman’s skill. 


32 Ere I can reach heav’n’s coast, 

I must a gulf pass through, 

Which fatal proyes to most 7 

For all this passage 0s. 
But alldeath’s waves can’t meo’erwhelm 
if God himself is at the helm. 


13 When through this gulf Iget, — 
Though rough it is but short, 
The pilot angels meet, 

And bring me into port : 
And when I Jand on that blest shore, 
i shall be safe for evermore. =~ 


TIYMN 179° L. M. 
A new Farewell Hymn. 
¥AREWELL, dear friend, 
t must be gone, 
} have no home nor stay with you; 
I’litake my staff and travel op, 
Till La better world do view ; . 
Farewell, farewell. farewell, 
My loving friends, farewell. — 


2 Farewell my friends, time rolls along, 
Nor waits for mortal’s care or bliss ; 
Lleave you here and travel on, 
Till arrive where Jesus is. 

Farewell, &c. : 


3 Farewell my brethren in the Lord 
To you Pm bound in cords of love ; 
Yet we believe his gracious word, 
And soon we allshall meet above. — 
Farewell, &c. | . 
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4 Farewell old soldiers of the cross, 
Youve struggled long and hard for heav’n; 
You've counted all things here but dross, 
Fight on, the crown shall soon be given, 
Fight on, fight on, fight on, 
The crown shall soon be given. 


5 Farewell ye blooming sons of God, 

Sore conflicts yet await for you: 

Yet dauntless keep the heavenly road, 

Till Canaan’s happy land you view. 
Farewell, &c. 


6 Farewell poor careless sinners too, 
it grieves my heart to leave you here, 
Eternal vengeance waits for you ; 
O turn and find salvation near, 
~ Oiurn, O turn, O turn, 
And find salvation near, 


HYMN 180. [Elevens.] 
Love of Christ. 
O JESUS my Saviour, to thee I submit, 
With love and thanksgiving fall down at thy feet, 
In sacrifice offer my soul, flesh and blood ; 
Thou art my Redeemer, my Lord and my God. 


2 I love thee, I love thee, I love thee, my love ; 
! love thee, my Saviour, I love thee, my dove: 

i love thee, I love thee, and that thou dost know, 
But how much I love thee I never can show. 


3 All human €xpressions are empty and vain3 
They cannot unriddle this heavenly flame : 

’m sure if the tongue of an angel were mine, 

I could not this myst’ry completely define. 


4 ’'m happy, 'm happy, O wond’rous account? 
My days are immortal, I stand on the mount ; 

1 gaze on my treasure and long to be there, 
With Jesus and angels, my kindred so dear, 
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5 O Jesus, my Saviour, with thee I am blest! 
My life and salvation, my joy and my rest! 
Thy name be my theme, and thy love be my 


song ; 
Thy grace shall inspire my heart and my tongue. 


6 O, who’s like my Saviour, he is Salem’s bright 
king ! ‘ 

He smiles and he loves me, and learns me to sing: 

Pll praise him, I’! praise him, with notes loud and 
shrill ; 

While rivers of pleasure my spirits shall fill. 


THE MORAL LAW. 
HYMN 181. L. M. 
DoppRIDGE. 
The Sinner found wanting. Dan. v. 27 
RAISE thoughtless sinner, raise thine eye 5 
Behold the balance lifted high ;” 
There shall God?s justice be display’d, 
And there thy hope and life be weigh’d. 


.2 See, in one scale bis perfect law ; | 

Mark with what force its precepts draw 5 
Wouldst thou the awful test sustain, 

Thy works bow light, thy thoughts how vain! 


3 Behold! the hand of God appears 

To trace these dreadful characters ; 

* Tekel, thy soul is wanting found, 

‘And wrath shall smite thee to the ground.” 


4 Let sudden fear thy nerves embrace, 
Confusion wild o’erspread thy face ; 
Through all thy thoughts let anguish roll, 
And deep repentance melt thy soul. 


5 One only hope may yet prevail ; 

Christ, in the scripture turns the scale ; 
Still doth the gospel publish peace, 

And show a Saviour’s righteousnest. 


~ 


. 
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6 Jesus, exert thy power to save, 
Deep on his heart thy truth engrave ; 
Great God, the load of guilt remove, 
That trembling lips may sing thy love. 


HYMN 182. L.M. 
A dying Saviour. 
_ STRETCH'D on the cross the Saviour dies, 
Hark bis expiring groans arise! 
See, from his hands, his feet, his side, 
Runs down the sacred crimson tide! » 


2 But life attends the deathful sound, 
And flows from every bleeding wound ; 
The vital stream how free it flows, 
To save and cleanse his rebel foes ! 


3 To suffer in the traitor‘s place, 
To die for man, surprising grace ! 
Yet pass rebellious angels by— 

O why for man, dear Saviour, why? 


4 And didst thou bleed, for sinners bléed? 
And could the sun behold the deed ? 

No, he withdrew his sick’ning ray, 

And darkness veil’d the morning day. 


5 Can I survey this scene of woe, 
Where mingling grief and wonder flow, 
And yet my heart unmov’d remain, 
Insensible to love or pain ? 


6 Come dearest Lord, thy grace impart, 
To warm this cold this stupid heart : 
Till allits powers and passions move 

In melting grief, and ardent love. 


HYMN 183. L. M. 
: Little flock. 
No mortal ties can be compar’d, 
With those that join the Saviour’s fold, 
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Those bands of love by heav’n hestow’d, 
Not earn’d by works, nor bought with gold. 


2 By these, the followers of the Lamb, 

“‘ Know they-have pass’d from death to life +”? 
These bands still sweeten every song, 

And help to banish sinful strife. 


3 Tho? all the world combin’d, disdain 
The « little flock’? renew’d by grace ; 
This flock may glory in their gain, 
In Jesus’ heart they have a place. 


4 This “ little flock?” and only they, 
Enjoy the Saviour’s smiles in time; 
And they, at last in endless day, 
Shall bright with God and angels shine. 


5 In heaven remote from sin and care, 
An endless rest shall they enjoy ; 
Their Jesus all their glory there, 
And praise their lasting sweet employ, 


6 ButO! the doleful, dreadful end, 
Of all their and their Saviour’s foes ; 
See! clouds of vengeance pow impend, 
And soon shall burst in endless woes. 


7 Then the opposers of the cross, 

Must cease to sport, and sink to dwel! 
Among th? infernal howling ghoets, 

In blackests shades of death and hell. 


HYMN 184. C. M. 
The penitent. 
PROSTRATE, dear Jesus, at thy feet 
A guilty rebel lies ; 
And upwards to the mercy seat 
Presumes to lift his eyes. 


2 O tet not justice frown me hence ; 
Stay, stay the vengeful storm: 


~~ 
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Forbid it that Omnipotence 
Should crush a feeble worm. 


3 If tears of sorrow would suffice 

) To pay the debt I owe, 

Tears should from both my weeping eyes 
In ceaseless torrents flow. 


4 But no such sacrifice I plead 
To expiate my guilt ; 

No tears, but those which thou hast shed, 
No blood, but thou hast spilt. 


6 Think of thy sorrows, dearest Lord, 
And all my sins forgiven: 

Justice will well approve the word, 
That bids the-sinner live. 


HYMN 185. S. M, 
The pool of Bethesda. John vy. 2—~8. 
BESIDE the gospel pool 
Appointed for the poor ; 
From time to time my helpless soul 
Has waited for a cure. 


2 How often have I seen 
The healing waters move ; 
And others round me stepping in, 
Their efficacy prove. 


3 But my complaints remain, 
I fee] the very same; 

As full of guilt, and fear, and pain, 
As when at first I came. 


4 How often have [ thought 
Why should J Jonger lie ? 

Surely the mercy Ihave sought ~ 
Is not for such asf. 


$ But whither ean I go? 
There is no other pool a 
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Where streams of sovereign virtue flow, : 
To make a sinner whole. ¢ 


6 Here, then,’ from day to day, 
I'll wait, and hope, and try : 

Can Jesus hear a‘sinner pray, 
Yet suffer him to die ? 


7 No: he is full of grace; 
He never will permit 
A soul that fain would see his face, . 
To perish at his feet. + 
HYMN 186. L. M. 
For church meeting. 
NOW we are met in holy war, 
To hear the happy saints declare, 
The rich compassions of a God, - 
The virtues of a Saviour’s blood. 


2 Jesus, assist them now to tell 

What they have felt and now they feel ; at 
O Saviour help them to express 

The wouders of triumphant grace. 


3 While to the church they freely own 

What for their souls the Lord hath done, 

We'd join tu praise eternal love, a 
And heighten all the joys above. ~ ayo! 


“- 
HYMN 187. (Elevens.) . 
Shepherds of Jewry. 
AS shepherds in Jewry were guarding thei 
sheep,’ . 00m Rea) 
Promiscuously seated estranged from sleep; . 
An angel from heaven presented to view, 
‘And thus be accosted the trembling few ; 
Dispel all your sorrows and banish your fears, 
For Jesus your Saviour in Jewry appears. 
~ _ ae t 7 w a : 


~ 
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2 Tho? Adam the first in rebellion was found, 
Forbidden to tarry on hallowed ground ; 

Yet Adam the second appears to retrieve, 
The loss you sustained by the devif’and Eve; 
Then shepherds be tranquil, this instant arise, 
Go visit the Saviour and see where he lies. 


3 A token! leave you whereby you may find, 
This heavenly stranger, this friend to mankind ; 
A manger his cradle, a stall his abode, 

And oxen are near him to blow on your God; 
Then shepherds be humble, be meek and lie low ; 
For Jesus your Saviour’s abundantly so. 


4 This‘wonderous story scarce cool’d on the ear, 
When thousands of angels in glory appear; 
‘They join’d in the concert, and this was their 
theme, F 
A)! glory to God, and good will towards men : 
Thea shepherds strike in, jion your voice in the 
choir, 
And catch a few sparks of celestial fire, 


5 Hosannah, the angels in ecstacy cry, 
Hosannah, the wondering shepherds reply : 
Salvation, redemption, are centre’d in one, 

All glory to God for the birth of his son : 

Then shepherds adieu, we commend you to God, 
Go visit his Son in his humble abode. 


6 To Bethlehem city the shepherds repair’d, 
For full confirmation of what they had heard, 
And enter’d thé stable with aspect so mild, 
Where soon they beheld both mother and child; 
Then make proclamation, divulge it abroad, 
That Jews and that Co hear of their 


Lord. 
HY - * 
Hymn to the Trinity, 
Come, thou Almighty King, 
Hielp us thy name to sing, 
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Help. us to praise: 
Father all glorious, 
Over all victorious, 
Come and reign Over Us, 
Ancient of days. 


2 Jesus our Lord arise, 
Scatter our enemies, 

And make them fall; 

Let thy Almighty aid 

Our sure defence be made, 
Our souls on thee be stay’d, 
Lord hear our call. 


Come, thou incarnate Word, 
Gird on thy mighty sword, 
Our prayer attend. 

Come, and thy people bless, 
And give thy word success, 
Spirit of holiness, 

On us descend. 


4 Come, holy Comforter, 
Thy sacred witness bear, 

In this glad hour ; Z 
Thou who Almighty. art,-) 
Now rulein every heart, 

And ne’er from us depart, _ 
Spirit of power. . 


5 To thee, great One in Three, 
Eternal. praises be; 

Hence evermore 

His sovereign Majesty 

May we in glory sees, 

And toeternity Y 
Love and adore. e & 


HYMN 189; | 
Ezekiel 16th chap. 
IT was the Lord a sinner found: 


That bleeding, naked lay: = 
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He staunch’d the blood, He heal’d the wound, 
And led him cloth’d away 


2 It was the Lord his bands-untied © 
And set the pris’ner free, 

i own (it must not be denied) 

That sinner sav’d was me. . 


3 It was the Lord who hedg’d my way, 
4nd planted thorns around ; 

And thus from paths that lead astray, 
Restor’d me by a wound. 


4 It was the Lord who to my sight, 
A telescope applied ; 

To view the mountains of delight, 
Then gave me what I spied. 


» Itis the Lordwhom now I love 
Above created things; 

Faith lifts me to the courts above; 
And Jendsmy soul her wings. 


6 It is the Lord whom saints adore, 
Angelic hosts obey ; f 
He wields the sceptre of his power, 
Through one eternal day. 


HYMN'‘190; P) Mi 
What think ye of Christ ? 
1 WHAT think ye of Christ ? is the test, 
To try: both your state and your scheme ; 
Cucannot be rigit in the rest, - 
Unless you think rightly of him, 
As Jesus appears in your view, 
As he is beloved or not; 
Se God is disposed to you. 
And mercy or wrath is your lot. 


2 Some-take-him a creature to be; 
man, or an angel at most ; 
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Sur2 these have not feelingslike me, 

Nor know themselves wretched and lost; 
So guilty, so belpless am I, 

i could not confide in his word ; 

Nor on his protection rely, — 

Unless I could call him my God, 


Some call him a Saviour in word, 

But mix their own works with the plan ; 
And hope he his help will afford, 

When they have done all that they can. 
If doings prove rather too light, 

(A little they own they may fail) 

They purpose to make up full weight, 
By casting his name in the scale. 


4 Some style him the pearl of great price, 


5 


And say he’s the fountain of joys ; 
Yet feed upon folly and vice, 

And cleave to the world andits toys ; 
Like Judas, the Saviour they kiss, 
And while they salute him betray ; 
Ah! what will profession like this, 
Avail in that terrible day. 


If ask’d what of Jesus I think ? 
Though still my best thoughts are but poor ; 

I say he’s my meat and my drink, 
My life, and my strength, and my store ; 

My shepherd, my husband, my friend, 

My Saviour from sin and from thrall ; 

My hope from beginning to end, 

My portion, my Lord, and my all. 


HYMN 191. 
THE glorious light of Jesus is spreading far anc 
wide, 


And sinners they are coming unto the gospel tide 
The standard of King Jesus, in glorious triump' 


ride, 5 
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And sinners crowd around it, wath joy and sweet 
surprize. ; 


2 The suff’rings of our Saviour upon Mount Calvary 

Are sounding sweet to sinners, come this will 
make you free, 

And while the glorious message was circulating 
round, 

Some souls expos’d to ruin redeeming loye have 
found, 


3 And of that happy number I hope that I'am one, 
And Jesus he will finish the work he has begun : 
He’ll cut it short in righteousness, and Ill forever 
~ be 
A monument of mercy through all eternity. 


A Iam but a young convert who lately did enlist 

A soldier under Jesus, my Captain, King and 
Priest ; 

I haye received my bounty, likewise my martial 
dress, 

A ring of love and favour, a robe of righteousness, 


5 It’s down into the water where we young con~ 
verts go, 

To serve our Lord and Master, in righteous acts 
below ; 

We lay our sinful bodies beneath the yielding 
waves, 

An emblem of our Saviour when he lay in the 
grave. 


6 Poor sinnere’think what Jesus has done for you 
and me, 

Behold his painful body hang bleeding on the tree, 

Elis soul redeeming mercy to you he doth display, 

Come tell me brother sinners how you can stay 
away 
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7 And now my elder’ brethren who are soldiers 
of the cross, 

Who for the sake of Jesus, haye counted all things 
dross : - 

@ome pray for us young converts, that we may 
travel on, 

And meet you all in glory, where our Redeemer’s 
gone. 


HYMN 192. (Kights.) 
Immersion with the Lord. 
JESUS, mighty King in Zion ! 
Thou alone our guide shall be; 
Thy commission we tely on, 
We would follew none but thee. 


Ae an emblem of thy passion, 

And thy vict?ry. o’er the grave ; 

We who know thy great salvation, 
Are baptiz’d beneath the wave. 


Fearless of the world’s despising> 
We the ancient path pursue ; 
Bury’d with our Lord, and rising 
To a life divinely new. 


= 


~ 


wo 


HYMN 193. S.M. 
Love to the brethren. 
3 BLEST be the tie that binds 
Our hearts in Christian love! 
The fellowship of kindred minds 
Is like'to that above. —~ 


3 Before our Father’s throne 
We pour our ardent prayers: 
Our fears, our hopes, our alms are one, 
Our comforts and our cares. 


3 We share our mutual woes; — 
Our mutual burdens bear; 
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And often for each other flows 
The sympathizing tear. 


4 When we asunder part, 

: It gives us inward pain ; 
But we shall still be join’d in heart; 

And hope to meet again. 


5 This glorious hope revives 
Our courage by the way ; 
While each in expectation lives, 
And longs to see the day. 


5 From sorrow, toil, and pain, 
And sin, we shal] be free ; 
And perfect love and friendship reign, 
Through all eternity. 


HYMN 194. C.M. 
Death and Heaven. 
1 AND let this feeble body fail, 
And let it faint and die ; 
_ My soul shall quit this mournful vale, 
And soar to worlds onhigh: - 
Shall join the glorified saints, 
And find its jong sought rest ; 
That only bliss for which it pants, 
In the Redeemer’s breast. 


2 In hope of thatimmortal crown, 

Inow the cross sustain ; 

And gladly wander up and down, 
And smile at toil and pain, 

I suffer on my threescore years, 
Till my deliv’rer come ; 

And wipe away his servant’s tears, 
And take bis exile home. 


3 0 whathath Jesus bought for me ? 
Before my ravished eyes, 
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Rivers of life divine I seey = 
And trees of paradise. 
I see a host of brethren bright, 
Who taste the pleasures there ; 
They all are rob’d in spotless white, 
And coaqu’ring palms they bear. 


a 
4 O what are all my suff’rings here, 
If Lord thou count me meet, 
With that enraptur’d host t? appears 
And worship at thy feet. 
Give joy or grief, give ease or pain, 
Take life or friends away; 
But let me find my friends againot 
In that eternal day. 


HYMN 195. 
The life of a christian. 
1 A MIXTURE of joy and trouble I daily d 
pass through, 
Sometimes I’m in a valley sinking down wit 
woe ; 
Sometimes I am exalted, on eagle’s wine 


I fly 
I rise above old Pisgah and almost reach th 


sky. 
2 Sometimes | am doubting and think I have r 
gracey 
Sometimes I am a shouting and Bethel is th 
place; 
Sometimes my wore solittle I think Pll thro: 
it b 
Sometime it is sufficient if I were called | 
ie 
3 Sometimes I shun the christian for fear <f 
talk to me, 
Sometimes he is the pm E long the mo. 
to see; 
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Sometimes we meet together, the season’s dry 


and dull, 
Sometimes we find a blessing with joy it fills my 


soul. 
4 Sometimes I am oppressed by cise as eruel 


becilincs I look o'er Jordan and view the’ 
© promised land; 
i ap I am in “darkness, sometimes mi in 
ight, 
Sppictimes my soul takes wings of faith and 
then I speed my flight. 


3 Sometimes I goa mourning down Babylon's 


‘cold stream, 
Sometimes my Lord’s religion appears to be my 


theme; 
Sometimes when I am praying it seems almost 
a task; 
eno I find a blessing the greatest Ican 
ask. 
) Sometimes I read my bible and ’tis a sealed 
book, etal 
Sometimes I find a blessing wherever I do 
look; 
Sometimes I go to meeting aad wish myself at 
. home : 
Sometimes I meet my Jesus, and then I’m glad 
I come. 
Lord vif am I thus tossed, thus tossed to and 


fro 
bi 2 are my hopes thus crossed wherever T do 


° Lord thou never changest, but ’tis because 


I stray ; 
Lord grant me thine assistance and keep me in 


thy way. 
3 
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HYMN 196. L. M. 
‘Christ crucified. - 
WHEN on the cross my Lord I see, 
Bleeding to death for you and me ; 
Satan and sin no more can moye, 
Fer I am ail dissolv’d in love. ? 
2 His thorns and nails pierce through my heart 
In ev’ry groan I bear a part ; F 
I view his wounds with streaming eyes, 
But see, he bows his head, and dies. 


be. 
3 Come, sinners, view the Lamb of God, © 
Wounded and dead, and bath’d in blood ! 
Behold his side and venture near, 

The well of endless life is here. + 


4 Here I forget my cares and pains ; 
I drink, yet still my thirst remains; 
Only the fountain Head above, 

Can satisfy the thirst of love. 


5 Oh, that I thus could always feel ! 
Lord, more and more thy love reveal ! 
Then my glad tongue shall Jond proclaim 
‘The grace and glory ofthy name. . 


5 Thy name dispels my guilt and fear, 
Revives my heart and charms my ear ; 
Affords a balm for ew’ry wound, 
And satan trembles at the sound. 


HYMN 197. C. M.. 
The young convert’s meditation respect. 
a profession of religion. 


1 AND canst thou then believe, my soul, 
That Jesus is thy friend ?. 
“That he his love hath fix’d on thee ? 
That love which cannot end?” 
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2 If thou in truth his pow’r hath known, 
And felt his changing grace, 
Thy duty ‘tis his church to join, 
And give him al} the praise. 


3. He says to each regen’rate soul, 
Pes  * Confess thy Saviour God: 7 
“His great command I will obey ; 
| ? “Tlove his holy word. 


4 Bot will the saints, the sons of God, 
Believe that I so vile, ies 
Have felt thy sovereign love, m Lord, 
And seen thy grac te 


» 5 What shall i do if they refuse, i 
And say 1 know thee not ? 
Dear Saviour, wilt thou smile on me, 
If this should be my lot? 


6 My case I humbly leave with thee ; 
_ Duty alone is mine ; 
In duty’s pleasant path I shall 
Behold thy presence shine. 


7 Vb praise thee through my pilgrimage, 
With all my heart acd tongue, 
_ “ Jesus my strength and righteousness,” 
Shall be my chee: ful song. 


HYMN 198. 3th M. : 
Longing for an interest in Christ. 
1 GRACIOUS Lord, incliue thine ear, 
My request vouchsafe to hear; 
Hear my never ceasing cry, 
Give me Christ, or else 1 die. 


2 Wealth and honour I disdain, 
Earthly comforts al) are vain; 
These can never satisfy, 

Give me Christ, or else I die. 
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3 Lord deny me what thou wilt, 
Only ease my soul from guilt ; 
Suppliant at thy feet I lie. 
Give me Christ, or else I die. 


4 All unholy and unclean, 
I am nothing else but sin ; 
On thy mercy I rely, 
Give me Christ, or else I die. 


5 Thou dost freely save the lost, 
In thy grace alone I trust ; 
With my earnest suit comply, 
Give me Christ, or else I die. 


6 Thou dost promise to forgive 
All who on thy Son believe 3 ca J 
Lord, | know thou canst not lie, © au 
Give me Christ, or else I die. 


7 Father, dost thou seem to frown, 
Let me shelter in thy Son; 
Jesus, to thine arms I fly, 

Come and save me, lest I die. 


HYMN 199. [Fives and Nines ] 
The backslider. 
AH, where am Inow! 
When was it or how, 
That I fell from my heaven of grace? 
Jam brought into thrall, 
I am stript of my all, 
I am banish’d from Jesus’s face. 


: 
2 Hardly yet do I know 
How I let my Lord go, 
So insensibly starting aside, 
When the tempter came in 
With his own subtle sin, 
And infected my nature with pride. 
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3 But I felt it toasoon © 

That my Saviour was gone, 
Swiftly vanishing out of my sight ; 
| My triumph and boast, 

On a sudden were lost, / 
And my day it was turned to night. 


‘4 Only pride could destroy 
That innocent joy> 
‘And make my Redeemer depart ; 
But whatever’s the cause, 
I lament the sad loss, } 
For the veil is come over my heart. 


5 Ali wretch that lam! 
Ica, So~aclaim, 

Like a. . . cofmented within; 
My Saviour is gone, 
And hath left me alone 

To the fury of satan and sin. 


6 Nothing now can relieve, 
Without comfort I grieve, 

Thave lost all my peace and my pow’r; 
No access do I find 
To the friend of mankind ; 

My loss and my fall to depiore. 


7 Tongue cannot declare 
The sorrows I bear, 

While no end of my troubles! see; 
Only Adam could tell, 
On the day that he fell, | 

And was turn’d ont of Eden like me. 


8 Driven out from my God, 
I wander abroad, 

Through a desert of sorrow I rove > 
And how great is my pain 
That I cannot regain 

My Eden in Jesus’s love. 


198 HYMN 200. - 


9 O when shall [rise 
To my first paradise, 
Or come my Redeemer to see! 
But 1 feel a faint hope 
That at last he will stoop, — 
And his pity will bring him to me. 


HYMN 200. L, M. 
Why does the cause of Christ run so low ? 
ALAS! alas! why is it so, 
That Jesus’ cause should run so low 2 
Ts love so cold, and faith so weak, 
That none for Jesus now can speak ? 


2 Where is the love and heav’nl 


That christians formerly did feel{ hs 
When they did mect and joyful tell - 
The love of their Immanuel. 


3 Is there no virtue in his cause, 
That we do not obey his laws ? 
Or is there now no saving taste, 
In Jesus’ love and pard’ning grace ? 


4 Once Zion’s gates did much rejoice, 
When many met with heaft and voice, 
And filled her courts with songs of praise, 
And glory crown’d the heay’nly lays. 


5 Young converts then did praise the Lord, 
They sung his praise with one accord ; 
While older christians caught the flame, 
And spake .the glory of his name. 


6 Short is the time that’s roll’d away, 
Since we beheld a glorious day, 

When many did to Jesus bow, 
But where are those professors now ? 


7 Cut short these days, O Lord, and come, 
And bring us humble round thy throne, 
And we again shall love thy laws, 
Again espouse thy bleeding cause, ~~ 

~ 
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HYMN 201. C.M. 
Lord, look on me as thou didst on Peter. 
DEAR Lord, I see in Peter’s case, 
) So much that’s like my own, 
That I without thy lock of grace, 
. For ever am undone. 


'2 But, O! to Peter thou didst turn, 
And on him kindly look ; 

Then, he before the Lord did mourn, 
And then his heart was broke. 


3 The flowing tears bedew’d his face, 
And bitterly he wept ; 

Nor less his heart ador’d the grace, 
Which him from ruin kept. 


4 Lord, from the love thou didst display 
In setting Peter free, 

I am encouraged now to pray, 
“ O turn and look on me. 


5 “Thou know’st tiie state my soul was in 
“ And dost my vileness see ; 

* Lord, as thou didst on Feter then, 
“Now turn and look on me. 


6 “ Like him how oft has my vile heart 
“ Basely denied thee ; 

Do gracious Lord, one look impart, 
“ One look on sinful me. 


7 One look from thee, the rock will melt, 
‘* One look will make me whole ; 

One look will pardon all my guilt, 
“ One look will save my soul. - 

8 “ Nothing but one kind look of thine 
* Can heal or set me free ; 

«(0 bless me with this beam divine, 
* And turn, and look on me !”” s 

9 Then while below, and when above, 
This my sweet song shall be, 


9 


Y 
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* Praise, O my soul, his name, his love, 
*¢ Who turn’d, and look’d on thee.”* 


HYMN 202. S.M. 
> Peter walking on the water. 
LORD, bid me come to thee, 
Nor raging billows dread, 
Speak—and I walk the foaming deep. 
Nor doubt thy certain aid. 


2 Jesus, I hear'thy call, 
Behold ! I venture near, 

But, O the stormy winds rise high 
And Jo! I sink with fear. 


3 The Saviour looks, and loves : 
Andall his bowels move, 

Kindly he takes me to his arms, 
And thus he speaks in love : 


4 “O wherefore didst thou doubt, 
“Or heave the fearful sigh ? 

‘‘How could this heart of mine say come, 
‘And coming see thee die ? 


5 “Though unbelief J chide 
And gently now reprove, 

‘My weakest lambs shall never fail 
‘While all my heart is love,” 


6 Lord, Labhor,my fears, 
But thy free grace adore, 
Now give the confidence of faith 
And bid me doubt no more. 


HYMN 203. C. M. 
“Not of works lest any man should boasi-”’ 
My guilty soul! how long beset 
With terrers all around, 
While law and justice claim’d their debt, 
And I no payment found, 


» 
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2 in works and duties long I try’d 
Some inward peace to find ; 


The more [ strove, the more I cry’d, 
“Ah! much is left behind!” 


3 My weary’d sou! the task renew’d, 
And fain the prize would win ; 

But when my righteous deeds I view’d, 
I found each deed was sin. 


4, Now Sinai’s awful thunders roll, 
And sense declar’d me lost ; 

Distracting anguish seiz’d my soul, 
And hope gave up the ghost. 


5 At length [heard the gospel sound ; 
A joytul sound to me! 

Jehovah just may still be found, 
And set the ungodly free. 


6 That precious blood which faith applies, 
In spite of hell and sin, 

My guilty conscience pacifies, 
And spreads sweet peace within. 


7 Say, dearest Shepherd, tell me why 
To me such mighty love? 

That such a poor lost.sheepas I 
Such wond’rous grace should prove. 


8 Reason! seek, but seek in vain! 
For none I e’er shal] know’: 

The deep, the searchless deep is plain, 
That God would have it so! 


HYMN 204. L. M. 

The Church’s Complaint. Chap. iii. 
BEHOLD the spouse replete with fears, 
Seeking her absent Lord in tears ; 

In great distress she seems to be, 
And pants his sacred face to see, 
, is 


261 


25 
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2 Like her my sonl has often been, 
When clouds and darkness intervene ; 
Tye sought in vain that face to see, 

_ Disfigured once with blood for me. 


3 T sought him in his temple, where 
Ilis saints to worship oft repair ;~ 
Yet even here, so hard my lot, ~ 
1 sought him bat I found him not. 


4 I sought to find him on my knees, ~ 
I sought him in his promises ; 

But his dear face } ne’er could sees 
°T was like the barren heath to me. 


5 T soughthim with my soul distress’d, 
For guilt lay heavy on my breast ; 
1 call’d him Father in my song, _ 

- But with a faint and faultering tongue, 


6 I sought him in the sacred page, 

And strove my roving thoughts 0 engage; 
But dark as night it proved to be, 

While gloomy shades enveloped me. 


7 Yet though in darkness forced to go, 

> Twas his great will it should be so 3 

At length he dawn’d-upon my soul, 

And proved that love ran through the whole. 


HY MN 205. C M. 
The Lord is my portion. : ¥ 
LET worldly mmds the world pursue, , 
It hath no-charms for me ; 7 
Once | admir’d its tries too, ; 
But grace hath set me free. ey 


2 Its pleasures now no longer please, 
No more content afford ; 

Far from my heart be joys like these, 
Now { have known the Lord. 
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3 As by the light of op’ning day, 
The stars are all conceal’d ; 
So earthly pleasures fade away, 

When Jesus is reveal’d 


4 Creatures no more divide my choice, 

I bid them all depart ; 2 
His name, his love, his gracious voice, 

Have fix’d my roving heart. 


5 Now, Lord, I would be thine alone, 
And wholly live to thee; 

But may I hope that thou wilt own 

) A worthless wretch like me? 


6 Yes, though of sinners I’m the worst, 
I cannot doubt thy will; 

For if thou hadst not lov’d me first, 
I had refus’d thee still. 


HYMN 206. C.M. 
The wisdom and goodness of God. 
GOD shall alone the refuge be 
And comfort of my mind ; 
Too wise to be mistaken’s he, 
Too good to be unkind. 


2 In his holy sov’reign will 
He is, | daily find, 

“Too wise to be mistaken : still 
Too good to be unkind. 


3 When sore afflictions on me lay, 
He is, though I am blind, 

Too wise to be mistaken: yea 
Too good to be unkind. 


4 When I the tempter’s rage endure, 
Tis God supports my mind; 

Too wise to be mistaken; sure 
Too good to he unkind. 
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5 What though I can’t his goings see, 
Nor all his footsteps find ; 

Too wise to be mistaken’s he; 
Too good to be unkind. 


6 Hereafter he will make me know, 
And I shall surely find - 

He was too wise to err, and O, 
Too good to be unkind. - 


7 Thou art, and be thy name ador*d, 
And be my soul resign’d, 

Too wise to be mistaken, Lord, 
Too good to be unkind. 


HYMN 207. C.M. 
Religion. 
THEE will we praise, eternal king, 
Thou God of Gods supreme ; 
And while with holy awe we sing, 
Religion be our theme. 


2 Religion! soul reviving sound ! 
Makes drooping hearts rejoice ; 
Where shall the happy man be found! 

Who makes it all his choice. 


3 Religion! who the blessing finds ? 
How little is it known; 

The glory of immortal minds, 
Yet thousands it disown ! 


4 Religion! O how oft abus’d, 
By ignorance and pride! 
Its sweet inviting voice refus’d 
And trampled on beside ! Pa 


5 Religion! O the heav’nly pow’r ¥ 
When in the heart it 2 eR 

The Jiving and the dying hour 
It comforts and sustains. 
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6 Religion ! tis the greatest good 
When pure and undefil’d ; 

By it poor sinners are to God 
Subdu’d and reconcil’d, 


7 Religion smooths life's tugged way, 
And makes the bitter sweet; 

And will in heay’n’s eternal day, 
Be glorious and complete. 


8 Let worldlings boast their golden:store, 
__ And mighty men their pow’rs ; 
We ask such empty joys no more ; 

Be true religion ours. 


HYMN 208. C. M. 
** Tafe eternal to know the only true God.” 
*TIS first of all thyself to know, 
To feel the plague.of sin, 
Expoa’d to everlasting woe, 
And nothing good within. 


2 To know thy wretched sinful state, 
Averse to all that’s good ; 

To feel thy guilt exceeding great, 
Thy heart oppos’d to God. 


3 To know thy law-condemned case, 
And own the sentence just ; 

Thy heart subdu’d by sov’reign grace, 
And bumbled in the dust. 


4 To know the pangs of pious grief, 
For sins against the Lord; 

To know that nought can give relief 
But trusting in his word. 


5 To know that thou art born of God, 
Thy num’rous sins forgiv’n, 

Thy soul redeem’d by Jesus’ blood, 
And thou an heir of heav’n. 
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6 Yet after all, can it be 80, % 
That I may be deceiy’d ? 

That cannot be—for sure “I know 
“In whom I have believ’d.” 


7 Dear Saviour, cause thy love to flow ; 
Thy love my soul revives ; 

In darkest hours give me to know 
“ That my Redeemer lives.” 


8 Then will I wait thy high command, 
To yield my fiesh to dust ; 

And to my Saviour’s faithful hand, 
My naked sou! will trust. 


HYMN 209. P. M. 
The Spiritual Touching of Jesus. 
Chap. v. 27, 28. 
THE gospel of Jesus 
Is built on free grace, 
Proclaiming good news to 
The vile and the base 3 
You need not despair through 
A sense of your woe, 
For Jesus hath healing -* 
Beyond what you know. 


When wounded, or broken, 
Or sinking with fear, 

He gives thee this token, 
To “be of good cheer :”” : 

And tells thee, though greatthy — 2 
Distressés may be, 

The hem of his garment - 
Hath healing for thee. o 


If others are favour’d Pi 

With light, life, and love, ca 
Those gifts of the Spirit 

Preceed from above : 
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But he that can’t read his 
Election by name, 

A touch of his garment 
Wiil answer the same. 


} 

Take comfort, believer, 
Esteem it your bliss,’ 

That he who hath Jesus, 
» Hath all that he is: 
Salvation complete, 

' Without chasm or flaw, 
By faith, from the touch of 

, His garment we draw. 


5 This virtue of touching 
There’s some would conceal, 
“Who say, “ be ye holy, 
‘6 And Jesus willheal :” 
Thus, while they entangle 
And stumble the soul, 
He gropes for the truth, as 
The blind for the wall. 


6 But where the Redcemer’s 
Exalted alone, 

The first and the last, yea, 
The chief corner-stone ; 

There sinners are taught, when 
The Spirit sball blow, 

The mystery of touching 
This garment to know. 


7 ‘=. 

7 Then why should’st thou cherish 
A thought fo absurd ? 

Thou never shal] perish, 
He gives thee his word ; 

And if he approves thee, then, 
Who shail condemn ? 

Tis life everlasting 
To touch but his hem. 


ee 
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HYMN 210. 
To-day. 

1 TO-DAY, if you will hear his vioce, 
This is the time to make your choice ; 
Say, will you to Mount Zion go? 

Say, will you have this Christ, or no? 


% Say, will you be farever blest, 
And with this blessed Jesus rest ? 
Will you be sav’d from guilt and pain ? 
Will you with Christ forever reign? 


3 Make now your choice, and halt no more, 
For now he’s waiting for the poor; 
Say now, poor soul, what will you do? 
Say, will you have this Christ orno ? 


A Say now, young men for ruin bound, 
Amidst the Gospel’s joyful sound ; 
Come, go with us, andseek to prove, 
The joys of Christ’s redeeming love. 


5 Your sports, with all your glittering toys, 
Compar’d with our celestial joys; 
Like momentary dreams appear ; 
Come, go with us, your sduls are dear. 


6 Or must we leave you bound to hell ? 
Resolv’d with devils there to dwell ; 
Still we will weep, lament and cry, 
That God would change you ere you die. 


7 Young ladies, now we look to you, 
Are you resoly’d to perish too ? 
Torush in carnal pleasure on, 

And sink in flaming ruindown? ~ 


$ Then, O young friends, a long farewell, — 
We're bound to heaven and you to hell 
Still God may hear us while we pray 
And change you ere the burning day. 


» 
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9 Once more I ask you in his name— 
I know his love remains the same— 
Say, will youto Mount Zion go 2 

’ Say, will you have this Christ or no ? 


10 Come you that love th? incarnate God, 
And feel redemption in his blood ; 
Let’s watch and pray, and travel on, 
Till Jesus comes to call us home. 


11 A few more days, and we shall go, 
From all our fears and cares below ; 
In shouts of triumph we shall fy, 
To dwell with Christ eternally. 


HYMN 211. C. M. 
SALVATION ! Oh, the joyful sound! 
>Tis pleasure to our ears ; 
A soy’ reign balm for every wound, 
A cordial for our fears. 


2 Buried in sorrow and in sin, 
At hell?s dark door we lay’; 
But we arise, by Grace divine 

To see a heav’nly day. 


3 Salvation ! let the echo fly 
The spacious earth around, 
While all the armies of the sky, 
Conspire to raise the sound. = 

HYMW® 212, [Sevens and Sixes.] 
: The aspiring soul. 
{ISE, my soul, and stretch thy wings, 
Thy better portion trace ; 
Rise from transitory things, 

Tow’rds heavn thy native place : 
Sun, and moon, and stars decay, 
‘Time shall soon this earth remove ; 
Nise, my soul, and haste away 

To seats prepar’d above. 
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2 Rivers to the ocean run, 

Nor stay in all their course ; 
Fires ascending seek the sun, 

Both speed them to their source : 
So a soul that’s born of God, 
Pants to view his glorious face ; 
Upward tends to his abode, 

O rest in his embrace, _ 


3 Fly me, riches—fly me, cares, 
While I that coast explore ; 

Fjatt’ring world, with all thy snares, 
Solicit me no more ¢ 

Pilgrims, fix not here your home; 

Strangers tarry but a night; 

When the last dear morn shall come, 
They’ll rise to joyful light. 


4 Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to mourn, 
Press onward to the prize ; 

Soon our Saviour will return, 
Triumphant in the skies: 

Yet a season and you know 

Happy entrance will be giv’n ; 

All our sorrows left belowy” 

And earth exchang’d for heay’n. 


HYMN 213, 
The grovey or, Christ our guide through 
death to glory. 
1 GUIDE me, O thou great Jehovah, 
Pilgrim, through this barren land ; 
I am weak, but thou art mighty 
Hold me with thy powerful hand ; 
Bread of heaven, _ 
Feed me till l want no more. 


2 Open, Lord, the crystal fountain, 
Whence the healing streams do flow ; 
Let the fiery, cloudy pillar, 
Lead me all iny journey through = 
» 
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Strong Deliverer, } 
Be thou still my strength and shield. 


3 When I tread the verge of Jordan, 
Bid my anxious fears subside: 
Death ofdeaths, and hell’s destruction, - 
Land me safe on Canaan’s side : 
Songs of praises 
I will ever give to thee. 


HYMN 214. 
1 BY KRISHNU, ; 
The first Hindoo who broke the chain of the 
cast, and was baptized in Bengal. 

O THOU, my soul, forget no more 
Phe Friend who all thy mis’ry bore ; 
tet ev’ry idol be forgot, ~~ 
But, O my soul, forget Him not. 


2 BRUMHU* for thee a body takes, 
Thy guilt assumes, thy fetters breaks, 
Discharging all thy dreadful debt ;—* 
And canst thou e’er such love forget ?: 


3 Renounce thy works and ways with grief, 
And fly to tiis most sure relief; 

Nor Him forget who left his throne, 
And for thy life gave up his owa. 


é: Infinite truth and mercy shine 
ia Him, and he himself is thine ; 

And canst thou, then, with sin beset, . 

Such charms, such matchless charms, forget ? 


» Ah! no—till life itself depart, 

His name shall cheer and warm my heart; 
And, lisping this, from earth I'll rise, 

And join the chorus of the skies. 


3 Ah! no—when all things else expire, 
And perish in the general fire, 


* The Hindoo name of the ONE GOD. 
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This name all others shall survive, 
And through eternity shall live. 


HYMN 215. C. M. 
Funeral Thought. 
HARK! from the tombs a doleful sound ; 
My ears, attend the cry, 
‘‘ Ye living men, come, view the ground 
*¢ Where you must shortly lie. 


2 “Princes, this clay must be your bed, 
‘In spite of all your tow’rs ; 

“¢ The tall, the wise, the rev’rend head 
«+ Must Jie as low as ours.” 


3 Great God, is this our certain doom ? 
And are we still secure ? 
Still walking downwards to our tomb, 

And yet prepare no more? 


4 Grant us the pow’rs of quick’ning grace, 
To fit our souls to fly ; 

Then when we drop this dying flesh, 
We'll rise above the sky, 


HYMN 216. C. M. 
Breathing after the Holy Spirit. 
COME Holy Spirit, heav’nly Dove, 
With all thy quick’ning pow’rs, 
Kindle a fame of sacred love 
In these cold hearts of ours. 


2 Look how we grovel here, below, 
Fond of these trifling toys ; 

Our souls can neither fly nor go, 
To reach eternal joys. 


3 In vain we tune our formal songs, 
In vain we strive to rise; p 

Hosannas languish on our tongues, 
And our devotion dies, i 


~~ 
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4 Dear Lord ! and shall we ever live 
At this poor dying rate ? 

ur love so faint, so.cold to thee, 
And thine to us so great! 

; Come, Holy Spirit, heav’nly Dove, 

_ With all thy quick’ning pow’rs : 

“ome shed abroad a Saviour’s love, 
And that shal] kindle ours. 


HYMN 217. 

The slow traveller. 

! OH! happy soul, how fast you go, 
And leave mehere behind ; 

Don’t stop for me, for now I see 

_. The Lord is just and kind. 

Go on, go on, my soul says go, 

_ And Ili come after you ; 

Though I’m behind, yet I can find, 

Pll sing hosanna too. 


God give you strength that you may run, 
And keep your footsteps right ; 
Though fast you go, and I co slow, 
You are not out of sight. 


When you get to those worlds above, 
And all their glories see ; 

When you get home, your work is done, 
Then look you out for me. 


For I will come fast as I can, 
Along this way Ill steer 5 

Lord, give me strength, I shall at length, 
Be one among you there. : 


There altogether we shall be, 
Together we shall sing ; 

Together shall we praise our God, 
Our everlasting King. 


214 HYMN 218. — 


7 When we've been there ten thousand years 
Bright shining like the sun; 
We’ve no Jess days to sing God’s praise 
Than when we first begun.” 


HYMN 218, 
Distinguishing grace. 
1 IN songs of sublime adoration and praise, 
Ye pilgrims for Sion who press, 
Break forth,and extol the great Ancient ofdays. 
His rich and distinguishing grace. 
2 His love, from eternity fix’d upon you, 
Broke forth and discover’d its flame, 
When each with the cords of his kindness he 
drew, * 
And brought you to love his great name. 


3 O had he not pitied the state you were in, 
Your bosoms his Jove had ne’er felt ; 
You all would have liv’d, would have died toc 
in sin,’ 
And sunk with the load of your guilt, 


4 What was there ia you; that could merit esteem 
Or give the Creator delight? 
*Twas “ even so, Father,” you ever must sing 
‘* Because it seem’d good in thy sight.>? 


5 *Twas all of thy grace we were brought to obey 
While others were suffered to go — 

The road, which by nature we chose as our way 
Which leads te the regions of wo. 


6 Then give all the glory to his holy name: — 
To bim all the glory belongs : . [fam 
Be yours the high joy, still to sound forth b 


And crown him in each of your songs. 


= 


Hymn 219—9920, 216 


HYMN 219. C. M. 
The death and burial of a saint. 
WHY do we meurn departing friends 2 
, Or shake at death’s alarms ? 
Tis but the voice which Jesus sends 
To call them to his arms. 


Are we not tending upward too, 
As fast as time can move ? 

Nor would we wish the hours more slow 
To keep us from our Love. 


3 Why should we tremble to convey, 
Their bodies to the tomb ? 

‘fhere’the dear flesh of Jesus lay 
And left a Jong perfume. 


4 The grave of all his Saints he bless’d 
And soften’d ewry bed : 

Where should the dying members rest 
But with the dying Head ? 


? 


5 Whence he arose, ascending high, 
And shew?d our feet the way; 

‘Jp to the Lord our souls shall fly, 
At the great rising day. 


9 Then Jet the last loud trumpet sound, 
And bid our kindred rise ; 

Awake ye nations, under ground, 
Ye saints, ascend the skies. 


“HYMN 220. C.M. . 
The departing AE 
HAPPY soul, thy days are ended, 
All thy mourning days below : 
Go by angel-guards attended, 
To the sight of Jesus go ! 
‘2 Waiting to receive thy spirit, 
Lo! the Saviour stands above 
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Shows the glory of his merit, 
Reaches out the crown of love. 


3 Struggle through thy latest passion 
To thy dear Redeemer’s breast, 
To his uttermost salvation, 
To his everlasting rest. 


4 For the joy he sets before thee, 
Bear a momentary pain; 

Die tolive the life of glory, 
Snuffer with thy Lord to reign. 


END OF THE HYMNS. 


—_ 
Wy 


INDEX. 


Lo find any hymn by the first sie 
age, 

‘A mixture of joy and trouble I daily, &c. 

Ab Lord ! ah Lord ! what have I done? 

Ah ! whence that hollow groan, 

Ah, where am I now, 

Ah ! lovely appearance of death, 

Ah! me, my heart’s the seat of war 

All flesh is grass, the prophet cried, 

Almighty love inspire, 

Allhail the power of Jesus? name, 

Alas, alas, why-is it 50, 

And canst thou then believe, my soul, 

Alas! and did my Saviour bleed, 

Am [a soldier of the cross, 

And let this feeble body fail, 

Arise my dear love, my undefil’d dove, 

Arise my soul, with wonder see, 

As shepherds in Jewry, &c. 

As when the chlid secure of harms, 

Awake my soul, in joyful lays, 

Awak’d by Sinai’s awful sound, 

Behold the man three score and ten, 

Before thy throne eternal King, 

Begone unbelief, 

Begin the high celestial strain, 

Behold a lovely vine, 

Behold the spouse replete with fears, 

Beside the gospel pool, 

Blow ye the trumpet, blow, 

Blest be the tie that binds, & 

Brethren, while we sojourn he ey 

Christians, if your hearts be warm, 

Children of the heavenly King, 

Come Holy Spirit, heav’nly Dove, 

Come friends and relations let us join, &c. 

Come brethren and sisters that love, &c. 
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Come all yo weary ftewallenys 1 
Come al! ye mourhing pilgrims, lil 
Come thou Almighty King, 185 
Come ye sinners poor aad wretched, 25 
Come to the glorious gospel feast, 34 
Come sinners, now approach your God, 36 
Come sinners to the gospel feast, 56 
»Come my soul, thy suit prepare, 67 
Come let us anew our journey pursue, 68 
Companions of my little flock, 78 
Come we that love the Lord indeed, 122 
Come Jet me love, or is my mind, 119 
Come Lord, and warm each languidheart, 125 
Come thou fount of every blessing, 129 
Come and taste ulong with me, L 135 
Come away to the skies, ; 150 
Come, bumble sinner in whose breast, . 157 
“Day of Judgment, day of wonders, 109° 
Dear Jesus, here comes, and knocks, &e. = 30 
Dear lord, I see in Peter's case, 199, 


Dear refuge of my weary soul, 145 


Deluded souls ! who think to find, {y aa: 154 
ae NO 


Descend celestial Dove, 

‘Didst thou dear Jesus suffer | shame, 

Don't Fou ven Dey Jesus coming, . 

Encourag’d by thy word, 

Eternal truth phe. 

Eternal power! whose high abode, 
‘ternal Sire enthron’d on high } 
Farewell my brethren in the. Lord 

Farewell, vain world, I bid Ts 

‘Father of mercies, in thy word, 

‘Far from. my, 80 sleep ! retire, 

Farewell, dear ds, 

an whence does this union arise, 
Give me the wings of faith to rise, 

Go my heralds blow the trumpet, — 


God of my salvation hear, Se per 

God shall alone Soaatnee be, - rar + ie! 
x. ies: wae 
ah eae , 
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